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Smart shoppers are assured of 
satisfaction when they buy by 

Brand Name because the specialized 

know-how of the manufacturer stands 


behind their purchases. 


A Brand Name is the manufacturer's 
guarantee of satisfaction—further 


endorsed by the retailer who sells it. 


Brand Names give you public ly 
approved quality and value, for a 
Brand Name product has to earn its 


reputation against all competition. 


Magazine advertising helps you get 


faite most value Tig your money 





Choose a manufacturer's Brand 
Name you know and be sure of 


Satisfaction! 
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,BRAND NAME 
is a maker's 


reputation 


Brand Names Foundation, Inc.. 
137 Fifth Avenue, New York 16. NY 
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Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
is fit into miracu- 
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Boned throughout, # 3 
ing, lace-up front. Attachments ‘ously pockets on hip you get when you slip on aa jo ‘an Ee: 
° and derriere. Knitted gyion this looks-like-linen sheath. 
for garters. White. Sizes: 24 lex. White. Embroidery accents you. Ray- a 


to 32” waist. A steal at this 
low price. $3.50 


8) #3387 «THE LIVING END 
Frederick's revolutionizes the 
— with this sensational 

Nothing to cover the 


DERR' . . Special inch-wide WITHOUT PURCHASE! 
—& and ek powernet, non-roll band cre-  glamourousty. V-neck rides rim 5. 
the “‘liv end”? for ates curved line at waist. Cut of the shoulders then plunges Ps 
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Serfost sweater bra! Lm 


and comfort a: 
owes finest satin lastex. 
Sheer nyion marquisette top. 
Specially desi low back. 


Powerf Black or 
Waist sizes 22” to 30” $12.99 


#3220 =WIDDEN FLATTERY 
hg = hides a mighty sec- 
bie foam rubber 

pads give you that rounded 


a #2366 ace Lure 

Frederick's famous pencil strap 
sheath is more sensational than 
ever in clinging Nylon lace over 
rayon taffeta. Side slit adds 


oes ie, Grass Green, Biue 
Sizes 1 to 20. $10.99 


a c. - MERMAID DATE 

sheathed in acetate- 
tatfete that snug fits to mer- 
maid flounce, then flares 


8 #27556 INDIAN PRINCESS 
Doctor, lawyer, even an indian 
chief, will like the way you 
look in this “yo , taffeta 
check with the twinkling jew 


FABUL S 36 PAGE c 
r OUS 36 PAGE 


FASHION CATALOG 


* WITH PURCHASE 4 
Jf — OR SEND 25¢ FOR ~ 
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Bikini oy an Sa 
sensation has 
adjustable halter. Brief pants 
are shirred at the sides with 
elastic to really fit. Perfect 


Whit ” le; ai. Black, White, Red, eled buttons! Fits beautifully. for pin-ups, exercise or sun- 
to 38° Ag ye a0 cup $3.98 Prati izes 7 to 17 poses to 18. Acetate. Black, Red. bathing. Luscious Lime-Gold or 
% to 42D $5.00 $9.99 Sizes 8 to i6. $9.98 White. Sizes 32 to 38. $4.99 


a #3216 =HIP ENHANCER 
Remarkable foam rubber pad: 
— found you out to —- 
loveliness. Wonderful for heavy 
lower thighs, too. Knitted nay. 
on aa “ rfiex. Remov 
rters. White, Black. 
Waist Sizes 22 inch to 30 
inch. $8.99 


LH #566 cuPio’s AnRow 
He'll om you “sweetheart” 
when he gees you in this neck- 
line! Pert potka dot pattern is 
in rich looking linen-weave 
Rayon and Acetate, slit for 
walh-appeal. Navy oni White 
White on Red or Black. Sizes 
8 to 18. $10.98 
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CURVE CAPTURE 
Famous-for-fit cotton bra has 
stitched cup. Padding of NEW 
foam material that resists 
heat, light, water, sun and 
oil, Wears almost forever . 

washes in hot _— White. 
Sizes 32 to 36. A_or 8B Cup. 
" ‘fer $3.68 
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#1317 THE HUNTRESS 
One piece elasticized cotton 
knit pull on pretties your cur- 
ves... . hugs — hips, waist 
and bosom with beauty-build- 
ing appeal. Detachable straps. 
a a 's priced. 
Black, 

quoise. Sizes 32 to 38. $3. 


White or Tur- 
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A Cool TAN 


Just a few lines to say I enjoy reading Tan. 
Your stories are terrific. I really like this 
month’s stories of “Teen-age Rebellion,” also 
“Pushover.” Keep up the good work you are 
doing. You are cool, man, cool.” 


Mary BarGAINER 
PENSACOLA, FLA. 


I’ve been a reader of TAN for some time, now, 
and really enjoy it. I just love reading your 
Pen Pal columns. And I also enjoyed “Let Me 
Love—Just This Once,” and “Leave Me Never,” 
in the January issue of your magazine. 

So please keep up the good work. 


Mattie Lapreap 
Newark, N. J. 


Cover Conscious 


I have just finished reading February’s Tan, 
and enjoyed reading it very much. All the 
stories were wonderful, but the one I enjoyed 
most was “Bitter Victory.” 

Your cover girl on February’s Tan was the 
best I think that you have ever had. 


Detores FARMER 
ATLANTA, GA. 


I would like you to know that I enjoy your 
magazine, TAN, but I especially enjoyed “Teen- 
age Rebellion,” and “Bitter Victory,” in the 
February issue. Your cover is also beautiful. 
Keep up the good work. 

I also enjoyed the article on James Moody. 


McC.ienton BEASLEY 
Kansas City, Mo. 


A Model Model? 


After reading your February issue of TAN, 
which was most exciting, I began to wonder 
why I had never seen the guy who posed for 
the picture in “I Needed Her Man.” Is it pos- 
sible for us to see more of him? I must say 
that I consider him most handsome. 


Patricia BENSON 
Cuicaco, ILL. 


In your February issue of Tan, the man who 
posed for the picture in the story, “I Needed 
Her Man,” was most handsome. Why can’t we 
see more of him?” 

Joan SMITH 
Cuicaco, IL. 








“HE NEVER GAVE ME A SECOND LOOK 
...till Nadinola gave me a new look!” 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 


NADINOLA = o 
BLEACHING CREAM 
Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, non-eiy. brightens 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 





FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
Detuxe The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 

lessens shine at the cosmetic oils to relieve 
same time. 75c to $2 dryness. 25c to $1.25 



















[ am a reader of your wonderful Tan Maga- 
zine and would appreciate it very much if you 
would publish my name in your Pen Pal sec- 
tion 

[ am 19 years old, 5’2” tall. My hobbies are 
reading, writing and music. I am hoping to 
become a nursing student in the spring. 
would enjoy corresponding with other young 
people from all over the world. I will answer 
all letters. 

Maudine Howell 
1290 N. Decatur 
Memphis 7, Tenn. 


| am a regular reader of Tan Magazine and 
would like for my name to appear in the Pen 
Pals sections. 

[ am 19 years old, 5’6” tall. I weigh 140 lbs. 
| have dark brown hair, brown eyes, and light 
brown complexion. I am a member of Uncle 
Sams paratroopers. 

[ would like to correspond with young ladies 
(regardless of race) between the ages of 18 to 
24. I will gladly exchange photos and answer 


all letters. | 
PFC Frank King 
Btry. E—320 Arty. 
82nd Airborne Div. 
Ft. Bragg, N. C. 


| like reading Tan Magazine and would be 
very interested in becoming a member of your 


Pen Pals club. 

[ am 17 years old, have black hair, brown 
eyes and medium brown complexion. | like to 
write, read, and listen to rock and roll music. 
Also, my main hobby is dancing. 


[ would like to correspond with boys and 
girls from the ages of 18 to 26. Will answer 
ill letters, and exchange photos. 

Barbara J. Mills 
3234 Pingree 
Detroit 6, Mich. 


am an avid reader of TAN Magazine and 
enjoy every monthly issue. Keep ’em coming. 
| would consider it a favor if your magazine 
would let me become a Pen Pal. 

I am 25 years old, 6’4” tall, and I weigh 225 
lbs. | am a sparring partner for the ex-and 
next heavyweight champion of the world. My 
hobbies are bowling, golf, and traveling. I 
like all sports, and would like to hear from all 
young ladies regardless of age who are sports 
minded. Thank you sincerely. 

Ed Bunyan 


c/o F. Patterson 
Box 376 


Newtown, Conn. 


[ have read your excellent magazine, Tan, 
for quite some time now, and I would like to 
take advantage of the many fine acquaintances 
you offer through your Pen Pal club. I would 
like for my name to appear in your magazine 
ilso 

I'd like to correspond with young men and 
women between the ages of 21 and 30. I am 
21, 5'7” tall, and weigh 121 lbs. I am a Negro 
gir! and considered attractive. My hobbies are 
painting, tennis, basketball, and all types of 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


sports. I also love all types of music from 
classical to rock and roll. 

I will answer all letters, and exchange pho- 
tos. I’d like to hear from young people of 
other countries. 

Maxine Joyce Burton 
2815 S. Calumet Ave. 
Chicago, Ill. 


I am a regular reader of your magazine and 
think it is tops. I am interested mostly in the 
Pen Pal section, and will like very much if 
you would have my name printed on your Pen 
Pal page. 

I am 21 years old, 5’9”, 150 lbs. I’d like to 
correspond with girls between the ages of 18-22. 
I will answer all letters and exchange photos. 
Race does not matter. Thank you in advance. 

William Drake 
181 W. 135th St. 
New York 30, N. Y. 


I am a regular reader of your TAN Magazine 
and would like very much to have my name 
printed in the Pen Pal section. 

My name is Betty Lou Canody, age 16. | 
would like to correspond with boys and girls 
all over the world between the ages of 15 and 
19. I weigh 119 Ibs., am 4/10” tall. My hair is 
a sandy red, and my eyes are brown. My hob- 
bies are dancing and reading. 

I promise to answer all letters received, and 
try to exchange photos. 

Betty Lou Canody 
Route 1, Box 87 
Hattieville, Ark. 


I am a regular reader of TAN and would like 
for my name to appear in the Pen Pals section. 
I am 22 years old, 59” tall, and weigh 147 Ibs. 
I have black hair, brown eyes, and medium 
complexion. 

I would like to correspond with girls from 
17 years and up. All letters will be answered 
promptly, because I just love to write. I would 
like to hear from girls all over the world. 

I would like to hear very soon from anyone 
who is willing to write. 

William Cherry 
1101—7th St., S.E.—810 
Washington 3, D. C. 


I enjoy reading TAN Magazine, and I think 
you are doing a wonderful job in helping so 
many people. I would like to.have my name 
included in the Pen Pal columns. 

I am 26 years of age, 5’2”, and weigh 110 lbs. 
My hobbies include dancing, swimming and 
listening to good music. 

I would like to correspond with persons 
throughout the world. I will answer all letters. 

Rosalie Carter 
206 S. Locust St: 
Charleston, Mo. 


Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pal columns. I am a Negro, brown complexion, 
and 20 years old. My height is 6’ tall, weight 
185 Ibs. All my friends say I am rather good 
looking. 

I would love to hear from girls all over the 


world, between 17-22. My hobbies are swim- 
ming, all types of sports, and rock ’n’ roll. | 
promise to answer all letters and exchange 
pictures. Manuel Jones 
247 York Ave. 

Knoxville 21, Tenn. 


I will be glad if you would enter my name 
in your Pen Pal column of the TAN Magazine. 

I am 23 years of ago, 5’8” high. My hobbies 
are athletics, singing and football playing. I 
am a draughtsman by profession. I stay in 
Labadi, a town four miles east of Accra, the 
capital of Ghana. 

I will be glad to answer all letters and to 
exchange photos. I would like to correspond 
with both sexes all over the world, regardless 
of race or creed. I hope to hear from you soon. 

Ebenezer Tetteh Adams 
P.O. Box A-99 

Labadi, Accra 

Ghana 


West Africa 


| am a 23-year-old Negro elevator operator. 
I’ve been an avid reader of your magazine for 
over eight years now, and enjoy them the most. 
I've met some nice people of both sexes of 
various races, states, and other lands. 

Now I would be happy if my name should 
appear in one of your magazines. I’m 5’2”, 
weigh 137 lbs., have brown hair and _ black 
eyes. I have a variety of hobbies, but taking 
pictures, collecting jazz records, and writing 
letters are my favorites. 

I will be glad to hear from other Pen Pals 
of both sexes, my age up to 30. My promise is 
to answer all letters. Will exchange photo 
upon request. 

Patricia McAllister 
1155 Fairfield Ave. 
Shreveport 8, La. 


I have been reading Tan Magazine for over 
one year now, and I have been through some of 
the issues two and three times because of the 
interesting features. Please add my name to 
your Pen Pal list. I am 24 years old, brown 
complexion, West Indian, single, like hiking, 
the movies and cricket. 

Would like to hear from young ladies any 
age or nationality, and I will reply to all let- 
ters. 

Syd R. Walker 

68 Hagley Park Rd. 

St. Andrew 

Kingston 10, Jamaica B.W.I. 


I am 19 years old, 56%”, 135 Ibs. I am light 
brown, and have brown hair and eyes. I have 
varied hobbies, but mostly like to take pictures 
and read about foreign countries. I will ex- 
change photos, and answer all letters. 

Miss Irlean Portis 
1853 Toulmin Ave. 
Mobile, Ala. 
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By Eve Lynne 


Dear EVE: 

I am a seventeen-year-old white girl. 
I am in love with a colored man of twen- 
ty-three. He loves me very much and 
wants to marry me. I consider myself 
mature enough to marry him, and I be- 
lieve that we would be happy despite the 
difficulties we would evidently face. 





My problem is that my parents would 
be extremely disappointed if I were to 
marry this man. Do you think I should 
marry him against my parents’ wishes? 
Also, is it true that if we had children, 
they would be the ones who would suffer 
because of our mixed marriage? 

Please help me, Eve, because any ad- 
vice you offer will be deeply appreciated. 


Dear L. L.: 

At seventeen, you should not marry 
anyone, of any race, against your par- 
ents’ wishes. It may not be that they 
have any racial prejudices, but they are 
certainly concerned about your ability, 
at this age, to adequately make such a 
vital decision. Two years is not too long 
to wait. 

Children are primarily the product of 
their home environment. If you two 
could achieve the family tranquility and 
suitable community life of which you 
now dream, the children would not 


suffer. 


Dear Eve: 

I am 18 years old and have been going 
with a boy who is 22. We have been go- 
ing together for five years, and I love 


him very much. He is going to college 
now and I am going to high school. 
This is my last year. | want to marry 
him, but he hasn’t proposed. When he 
was home, he acted like he loves me, he 
tells me he loves me, and all my friends 
say that we are going to get married. 

A few days ago, I got a letter from 
someone, not signed, who said this boy is 
not going to marry me. Do you think he 
has another girl friend, or do you think 
he is trying to play a game? I have not 
seen him in five months, but he still says 
he loves me. Please answer soon. 

N. J. J. 
Okmulgee, Okla. 


The test of separation, especially at 
college time, is one which many a ro- 
mance has withstood. Just stay as you 
always were to him, write cheerful, affec- 
tionate letters, and above all, disregard 
anonymous letters. You will have enough 
problems without worrying about those 
thrust in the dark, and under cover. 

Your faith in him is necessary to both 
of you. Surely you would not want him 
to convict you on the basis of something 
so small and petty, and you must, like- 
wise, be big enough to ignore the little 
traps that may be set for you. 





Married women 
are sharing this secret 


... the new, easier, surer protection 
for those most intimate marriage problems 








What a blessing to be able to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec- 
tion Norforms can give you. Nor- 
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera- 
ture, forming a powerful protec- 
tive film that guards (but will not 
harm) the delicate tissues. 

And Norforms’ deodorant protec- 
tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec- 


Tested by doctors. . . 
trusted by women. . . 
proved in hospital clinics 





FEMININE SUPPOSITORIES 





Se eeeeeereerereseeeeee 


tive than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms eliminate (rather 
than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or 
“disinfectant” odor themselves. 

And what convenience! These 
so easy and convenient to use. 


of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also 
available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-05 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
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Popular recording for 
CLASS RECORDS. 


BELLA FRONTE’S new clay base 
truly 





bleaching creme is revolutionary 
in its c BEAUTY MASK is not a 
cover up ic. Rare and selected 


clays-that gently open the facial pores- 
have been used in the exclusive formula 
of BEAUTY MASK-allowing fast, safe 
bleaching from with-in. 


LIGHTER MORE RADIANT SKIN 


VERY soon you'll discover the i 
magic that has made BELLA FR 
BEAUTY MASK bleaching creme so 
popular to women that prefer a lighter, 


more radiant skin. 


COMPLETE TREATMENT IN 20 MINUTES 
Yes-in just 20 minutes_you can see a 
diffeernce With one Application, your 
skin will look 

BEAUTY MASK bleaching creams elim- 
inates the usual and time con- 
suming efforts found in other bleaching 
products. ; 





FREE RECORD WITH FIRST ORDER 


DETACH AND MAIL TODAY! 


BELLA FRONTE COSMETIC. 


P. ©. Box 2428 Hollywood 28, California 


Dept. J 


Please send me a jar of BEAUTY MASK 


BLEACHING CREME.also free latest hit 


record of Miss Baker-I am enclosing $2.25. 
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By Margo Hughes 


, ipod YORK’S famous shop- 
ping spot, Saks Fifth Avenue, 
sent a large box of clothing to pian- 
ist-composer Mary Lou Williams for 
sale in her rummage store. Proceeds 
from the store are being used to 
build a rest home for musicians. 


Jorge Guinle, the South Amer- 
ican banker, who livens up the New 





Lloyd Price 
York scene from time to time, has added his to the list of 
famous names taking lessons from drummer Cozy Cole. 


The reason for that sensational new singer quietly 
undergoing treatment for a case of nerves is a constant 
admirer who has been wooing her with candy, brandy, and 
anything handy. Only trouble is she has a husband—of the 
other persuasion—and he just hasn’t been going for it. 


Mrs. Lloyd (“‘Lawdy Miss Clawdy”’) Price hauled him 
into court because he filed for divorce but refused to pay for 
the privilege. She feels that two children are worth at least 
$1,000 weekly maintenance—considering all the loot his 
popularity is bringing in these days. 


All Hollywood is talking about the new husband of an 
internationally known singer-actress. His well-“kept” secret 
is another sepia beauty, and now it’s no secret anymore. 


Marital rumors are beginning to look right for 
Tommy Hunt of The Flamingoes. He’s been laying a founda- 
tion for a much closer friendship with a pretty nurse in the 
City of Brotherly Love. 


Harry Belafonte has been spending most of his spare 
time at New York’s African Room. He digs Chief Bey and 
His Royal Household—chief entertainers at the swank east- 
side spot—the most, and has signed them to appear with 
him on his next big television spectacular. 


Johnny Barracuda, another fixture at the African 
Room (he’s been singing there nightly for 18 months) was 
coaching an actor friend the proper rhythms of the West 
Indian accent so that he could tryout for a Broadway play. 
That is, until Johnny discovered it was the same part 
promised him by the play’s director, who used to spend all of 
his spare time at the African Room. Result: Barracuda took 
leave of the friend, tried out for the part himself and landed 
the role in the Lloyd Nolan starrer One More River. 
(Continued on Page 63 ) 
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MY LORD WHAT A MORNIN’/Harry Belafonte (RCA Victor) : As a master singer 


of folk songs, it is only natural that Harry Belafonte should get around to an 


album of spirituals; it would seem a part of the routine. There is nothing else routine 
about this package. Backed by the Belafonte Folk Singers, Harry has produced a 
dramatic volume reeking with the authenticity of slave oppression, backwoods camp- 
fire meetings, and the plaintive moans of a people longing for freedom. 

The realism of this album is heightened by the tasteful use of choral background. 
In many of the songs, rather than sounding like a polished church choir, the 
Belafonte Folk Singers turn the whole atmosphere into a hallelujah camp meeting. 

Mr. Belafonte, who has recently made very notable contributions to the enter- 
tainment industry through both motion pictures and television, has now made 
another in the area in which he is best known. The album My Lord What A Mornin’ 
is a superb history lesson in the Negro’s cultural heritage, however racked with 
pain some of that history may have been. 

The songs: Wake Up Jacob, My Lord What A Mornin’, Ezekiel, Buked And 
Scorned, Stars Shinin’, Oh Freedom, Were You There When They Crucified My 
Lord, Oh Let Me Fly, Swing Low, March Down To Jordan and Steal Away. 


MORE THAN THE MOST/Dakota Staton (Capitol) : The distinctive Dakota styling 
comes through on a new set of tunes, as usual chosen to display this singer’s exciting 
versatility. There are ballads, bouncers and blues in this album which, in its final 
analysis, swings. 

The songs: September In The Rain, Walkin’ By The River, East Of The Sun, 
I Could Make You Care, It’s You Or No One, High On A Windy Hill, My Heart 
Beats Like A Hammer, The Crazy Things We Do, Some Days It’s Monday, The 
Song Is Ended, Goodbye, Love Walked In. 


TELL ME ALL ABOUT YOURSELF/Nat King Cole (Capitol) : Enough has been 
said about the singing of Nat Cole to make almost any further verbiage redundant. 
He sings good material silkily, excellently, with the consummate ease with which 
Joe DiMaggio used to go for a fly ball and Joe Louis used to throw a left hook. 
In fact, it is this easy excellence which is the Cole trademark. Nothing is changed 
on this album. 

The songs: Tell Me All About Yourself, Until The Real Thing Comes Along, The 
Best Thing For You, When You Walked By, Crazy She Calls Me, You’ve Got The 
Indian Sign On Me, For You, Dedicated To You, You Are My Love, This Is Always, 
My Life and Anything For You. 
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The most shocking crisis 


in a marriage comes 
when a wife finds out 

her husband has been 
unfaithful. What 

can she do about it? 


ss___ A ND THEY WERE MARRIED, 
and lived happily ever after,” _ 
has always been a favorite ending for 
novels and, hopefully, the idea is carried 
over into real life. We have to, for cer- 
tainly no one would plan for sorrow and — 
distress. Every woman on the threshold 
of marriage, and sometimes in girlhood — 
dreams for years before, plans a happy 
life and home with her husband, and to — 
“live happily ever after.” The marriage — 
vow, said so earnestly, contains the — 
words, “and forsaking all others, keep — 
her/him only unto thyself as long as you 
both shall live.” What happens, then, — 
when a wife is confronted with proof of — 
the shocking fact that the beloved mate — 
has found a very personal kind of hap- — 
piness in the arms of someone else? = 
In the first anger of rejection and — 
hurt pride, you may feel that an im- — 
mediate decision is necessary, that you — 
must do something wrong or right, — 
hastily, unthinkingly. However, if you — 





"ean get by the first had jolt of knowl- 
© edge without doing something drastic, 
= you have made a big step in the right 
_ direction, no matter what a later deci- 
gion may be. In many instances, there 
children to be considered, and this 

4 “prevents the wife from an immediate 
|} and revengeful step. If there are no 
| children, the importance of your mar- 
"fiage and your love for your husband 
ghould help you to stop and think a 


On the other hand, we cannot mini- 
“mize the situation, or suggest that you 
pretend nothing has happened. It is only 

t you should remember that time can 

your ally, and if you will wait awhile 

think before judging and deciding, 
everything may, and probably will, work 
out to your benefit. 
_ What to do immediately, though, you 
might ask. Friends, well-meaning rela- 
tives, and counselors have advised: wait, 
| think, consider, do this, do that, don’t do 
this. But what do you do now, tonight, 


The other woman may have her charms, but 


a wife is armed with the most deadly 


weapons of counter-attack if she chooses 


to fight for marital survival 


YOUR MATE [BE 


tomorrow? How do you face him across 


the breakfast table? Pretense is the 
worse barrier that can be erected be- 
tween two people in a marriage. To sit 
| and smile when the heart isn’t in it, is 
pointless, transparent. To cry and mope 
bund is worse, and would only hasten 
end of a dying marriage. What best 
to do? If at all possible, continue 
your normal, routine manner. Again, 
does not mean pretend that nothing 
Hise happened. It does mean that you 
should not in any way overemphasize 
situation. Grief is the agony of an 
Metant; the indulgence of grief, the 
Blunder of a life. 
_ Too, a positive, constructive attitude 
actions will help all persons con- 


These attitudes depend, of course, 
om your own personal strength, will 
power, background and ability to fight 
not literally fight, but the more im- 

nt drive of the spirit. 


When Mary X, who had found letters, 
lipstick on shirt collars, and other open 
indications of her husband’s unfaithful- 
ness, finally followed her husband to the 
young woman’s apartment and learned 
the worst, she went all to pieces. She 
was hurt, bitter and terribly confused. 
Too idealistically reared, and protected 
all her life, Mary X was totally unpre- 
pared for brutal reality. She cried, she 
suffered in silence, she hated, she finally 
accused. But she still loved her husband, 
and decided to “forgive” him. Forgive- 
ness is a barren thing, however, if done 


was hurt, too, but she was able to find 






















The most shocking crisis 
in a marriage comes 

when a wife finds out 
her husband has been 
unfaithful. What 


can she do about it? 
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ss ___ A ND THEY WERE MARRIED, 
and lived happily ever after,” 
has always been a favorite ending for 
novels and, hopefully, the idea is carried 
over into real life. We have to, for cer- 
tainly no one would plan for sorrow and 
distress. Every woman on the threshold 
of marriage, and sometimes in girlhood 
dreams for years before, plans a happy 
life and home with her husband, and to 
“live happily ever after.” The marriage 
vow, said so earnestly, contains the 
words, “and forsaking all others, keep 
her/him only unto thyself as long as you 
both shall live.” What happens, then, 
when a wife is confronted with proof of 
the shocking fact that the beloved mate 
has found a very personal kind of hap- 
piness in the arms of someone else? 

In the first anger of rejection and 
hurt pride, you may feel that an im- 
mediate decision is necessary, that you 
must do something wrong or right, 
hastily, unthinkingly. However, if you 
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can get by the first bad jolt of knowl- 
edge without doing something drastic, 
you have made a big step in the right 
direction, no matter what a later deci- 
sion may be. In many instances, there 
are children to be considered, and this 
prevents the wife from an immediate 
and revengeful step. If there are no 
children, the importance of your mar- 
riage and your love for your husband 
should help you to stop and think a 
moment. 

On the other hand, we cannot mini- 
mize the situation, or suggest that you 
pretend nothing has happened. It is only 
that you should remember that time can 
be your ally, and if you will wait awhile 
to think before judging and deciding, 
everything may, and probably will, work 
out to your benefit. 

What to do immediately, though, you 
might ask. Friends, well-meaning rela- 
tives, and counselors have advised: wait, 
think, consider, do this, do that, don’t do 
this. But what do you do now, tonight, 


YOUR MATE Ff 


tomorrow? How do you face him across 
the breakfast table? Pretense is the 
worse barrier that can be erected be- 
tween two people in a marriage. To sit 
and smile when the heart isn’t in it, is 
pointless, transparent. To cry and mope 
around is worse, and would only hasten 
the end of a dying marriage. What best 
then to do? If at all possible, continue 
in your normal, routine manner. Again, 
this does not mean pretend that nothing 
has happened. It does mean that you 
should not in any way overemphasize 
the situation. Grief is the agony of an 
instant; the indulgence of grief, the 
blunder of a life. 

Too, a positive, constructive attitude 
and actions will help all persons con- 
cerned at a time like this, especially 
you. These attitudes depend, of course, 
on your own personal strength, will 
power, background and ability to fight 
—not literally fight, but the more im- 
portant drive of the spirit. 


The other woman may have her charms, but 


a wife is armed with the most deadly 


weapons of counter-attack if she chooses 


When Mary X, who had found letters, 
lipstick on shirt collars, and other open 
indications of her husband’s unfaithful- 
ness, finally followed her husband to the 
young woman’s apartment and learned 
the worst, she went all to pieces. She 
was hurt, bitter and terribly confused. 
Too idealistically reared, and protected 
all her life, Mary X was totally unpre- 
pared for brutal reality. She cried, she 
suffered in silence, she hated, she finally 
accused. But she still loved her husband, 
and decided to “forgive” him. Forgive- 
ness is a barren thing, however, if done 


to fight for marital survival 


























without 


understanding and mutual 
reaching toward each other. Mary X 
and her husband settled back into the 
same old pattern of life, this time marred 
by her suspicions and fears, his sense of 
guilt. The barrier between them grew. 
Neither realized it, but they were head- 
ing swiftly toward the end of what had 
once been a very happy marriage. 
Helen B, under similar circumstances, 
was hurt, too, but she was able to find 
a better solution, inwardly and out- 
wardly, and saved her marriage. What 
did she do? What was her solution? 
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Your daintiness is assured 


when you use 


Massengill. Powder 


for feminine hygiene 


You'll feel dainty, refreshed and really clean after a Massengill 
Powder douche. Its fresh fragrance is appealing. Its scientific 
formula is carefully prepared to assure long-lasting cleansing, 
leodorizing, soothing protection. 

Doctors recommend Massengill Powder, and registered nurses 
use it widely. They know it is safe and effective. 


Massengill Powder solutions 


are easy to prepare and non- Ask for 
staining. Try it today—and be Massengill 
were of personal cleanliness. —— 
your 
local 





pharmacy. 





Quite naturally, all individuals and all 
situations are different, and what is a 
solution for one, may not be the solu- 
tion for another. However, there are a 
few basic rules of human behavior that 
may reasonably be relied upon. 

First of all, you should make an honest 
examination of yourself, and try to dis- 
cover if, in some way, you may have 
been at fault, or caused your husband 
to turn to someone else. Do you nag 
and complain? Have you any emotional 
problems that stand in the way of a com- 
pletely satisfactory sexual life with your 
husband? Do you care more about the 
welfare of the children than his welfare, 
and let him know it? Has he become 
an ornament, a meal ticket? Ask your- 
self these questions honestly objectively, 
answer fairly, and try to correct where 
you yourself are in the wrong. 

This does not mean that you should 
“blame” yourself, or him, or give your- 
self a mental beating. You need all of 
the self-confidence and high opinion of 
yourself that you can command. But 
don’t be afraid to examine your own 
heart, and look at the other side of the 
story. 

Secondly, on your constructive pro- 
gram, which assumes, of course, that 
you wish to patch up the leaking dike 
and preserve your marriage, you might 
consider the possibility of an interesting 
job if you have not been working, and if 
care of small children does not prohibit 
such an activity. Securing a job does 
not mean that you are necessarily show- 
ing your husband your independence, 
but it does mean that he can see you as 
an alive, alert, vital person in your own 
right, who can make your way in the 
world of people. Or if, perhaps, you’ve 
been working all the while, and finances 
permit, stop working and devote all of 
your time to husband and home. Change, 
sometimes, is the key, the secret, the 
only impetus that is needed. 

After the first shock and hurt, it may 
be difficult to assume a positive, con- 
structive attitude, but there are many 
positive steps that can be taken. One of 
the oldest bromides suggested is the “get 
a new hair style—go on a diet—buy 
new clothes—improve yourself” pre- 
scription. This is still good sense, for 
two reasons: 1) the obvious one, to re- 
kindle the husband’s interest and attract 
him back to home port, and 2) for your 
own morale! This is the time when, 
above all, a woman must feel and know 
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that she has some desirability and worth | 
as a person. She has received the cruel- 
est blow possible—rejection for another, 
even though temporary. Thus she must 
find within herself the strength to stand 
on her own two feet alone, and physical 
adornment may help give her this boost. | 
This is not false pride, or whistling in 
the dark, but a true necessity, and a dif- 
ficult one to achieve, under the stress of 
heartache. 

Above all, though, it is important to 
remember that positive action is not vin- 
dictive action, or an “I'll show you,” at- | 
titude. It is simply your way of meeting 
a new challenge of life, of growing up a 
little bit more. 

This brings us to the “don'ts,” of 
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which there are many more than “do’s. 
If it is not your desire to continue your 
marriage, if this is the straw that broke 
the camel’s back, make it a clean, deci- | 
sive break. However, if this is not your | 
dish, there are certain attitudes to avoid. | 

Don’t judge and sentence your hus- 
band all in the same breath, and without 
knowing all sides of the story. If you 
can accomplish all or part of a positive, 
constructive program, then you grant 
yourself the time to think, to learn why, 
to examine yourself, him and the situa- 
tion, and to uncover the reasons for it, 
change any you can change, and learn 
a respect for those you cannot change. 

Don’t blame yourself and wallow in 
a bed of self pity. Crumbling up and 
dying on the inside may be what you feel 
like doing, but it is a road that leads only 
downward. People—and your husband 
is a “people” (why, of course he is! )— 
are inclined to think of you what you 
think of yourself, and if you pity and/or 
hate yourself, you don’t leave them much 
choice in the matter. 

Don’t seek revenge. When your mind 
has cleared, you will realize how utterly 
foolish and pointless is the idea. What | 
would it prove if you should march right | 
out and accept the first invitation to bed | 
that you might receive? Only that you, 
too, had lost the way, and that you make | 
a very special kind of mistake, with your 
eyes wide open. Do you think this would | 
hurt your husband? One has to care, to 
be hurt, and at the moment, your hus- | 
band’s state of ‘caring’ for you may be | 
rather precarious indeed. Were you to 
step out and “show him,” you just might 
“show him,” indeed—what a weakling, 
and unthinking ninny you are. All of 
that to say, (Continued on Page 62) | 













* “Eczema broke out on my hands, and they 

burned and itched so much I couldn’t work. 
I was miserable night and day. Nothing I 
used seemed to help. My boss advised me to 
try Black and White Ointment. I didn’t 
believe it would help—but it sure did. Black 
and White Ointment quickly eased the 
itching, stinging misery so I 
could go back to work.” 


Houston, Texas 


More For Your Money! 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 414 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 25¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 


Over 51 Million Packages Sold! 
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“ONCE MORE WITH FEELING’ 


The motion picture version of the highly-successful Broadway play, Once More 
With Feeling, is a witty, highly-sophisticated comedy of the world of concert music 
starring Yul Brynner and the late Kay Kendall. 

Brynner, cast as the talented symphony conductor, Victor Fabian, is an egomaniac 





A Hilarious Beginning. 


whose violent temperament keeps him at 
odds with his musicians and the orchestra’s 
board of trustees, and whose beautiful wife 
Dolly (Kay Kendall) must constantly pull 
the strings to keep others conscious of his 
ability rather than his personality. 

Dolly eventually tires of this role and 
leaves Fabian. As a result, without her 
charming presence, his career plummets. 
Swallowing his pride, and with as much 
charm as he can muster, Fabian sets out 
on a campaign to win Dolly back. But 
Dolly appears reluctant to agree to a re- 
conciliation, so Fabian reveals that they 
have never bothered to legally marry and 
the fireworks really begin. From here on 
there develops a series of amusing situa- 
tions which eventually result in a happy 
ending. 


Once More With Feeling will particularly appeal to female moviegoers for they 
will enjoy Miss Kendall’s glamorous wardrobe by Parisian designer Givenchy, her 


jewels by Cartier, her expensive cars, 


her lavishly furnished apartment and, of 


course, the virile and handsome Yul Brynner. 


‘JACK, THE RIPPER’ 


A tipsy trollop stumbles from a fog- 
shrouded London pub to begin her 
lonely night’s rounds. Suddenly an omi- 
nous figure steps from the murk to in- 
quire huskily: “Are you Mary Clarke?” 
Before she can answer, a knife is flashed 
and she is another victim in a series of 
dreadful murders. 

In charge of the investigation in Em- 
bassy Pictures Corp.’s celluloid thriller, 
“Jack, the Ripper,” Scotland Yard In- 
spector O’Neill (Eddie Byrne), assisted 
by American Sam Lowry (Lee Patter- 
son) on sabbatical leave from the New 
York Police Dept. Because the Yard has 
failed to apprehend the killer (soon 
tabbed “Jack, The Ripper”) the entire 
city is terrorized. 





A Thrilling Climax. 


The terror even spreads to the Mercy Hospital for Women, a charitable institution 


in the locale of the “Ripper” murders. 


A hospital patient named Kitty Knowles (Barbara Burke) soon is revealed as 
being “the Mary Clarke” the “Ripper” is seeking. He catches up to her, but upon 
doing so reveals his identity. In a thrilling climax, O’Neill and Lowry track down 


the killer. 
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By Larry Still 


— A HUSKY truck driver in the pinelands of South Carolina to one of the 

nation’s top balladeers was a short, quick trip for six-foot, 187-pound Benjamin 
Peay, better known to millions of entertainment fans as singer-composer Brook 
Benton. 

Since the tall, dark and handsome crooner burst onto the musical scene with his 
pulsating style and easy-going manner less than a year ago, he has been making 
noteworthy records from Harlem to Hollywood. Listeners first became aware of 
Benton’s rich, new, compelling sound early in 1959 with his recording of /t’s Just A 
Matter Of Time. It was only a matter of weeks before the singer became the fastest 
rising star since the Air Force exploded Explorer V. 

“Benton,” say observers, “sings in a way that goes past the ears and into the 
minds and memory of the hearer.” He is called a depth singer whose pop style 
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ng mavies of his three children, Benjamin Jr., Roy and Vanessa, in the family den, singing star Brook Benton takes time off from 
is of nightclub and theater dates to enjoy the pleasures of fatherhood. His oldest son is four and the youngest boy, named 
Roy Hamilton, is two years old. Vanessa, a perky child, is three years old. 
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mother’s cooking, Brook is 
boy.” His mother, Mrs. Mat- 
sits singer’s family regularly. 


The Private Life of 
BROOK BENTON 


retains much of the dramatic simplicity 
and the plaintive pull of the old-time 
spirituals. A brief visit with 28-year-old 
Brook reveals the obvious reason for his 
hymn.-like style. “My whole family could 
sing,” he says, “and I learned my first 
songs in church . . . that’s why most of 


my songs have that beautiful old lilt.” 
Since he is from a family of five girls 
and three boys, plus two singing parents, 
they had a chorus that could be heard 
for miles around on clear summer eve- 


nings. 

In addition to free and easy communi- 
cation with his listeners, ex-church sing- 
er Benton can put more meaning into his 
lyrics than Webster can put into words. 
Critics say this is understandable since 
he writes most of the songs he sings. In 
fact, it was as a writer of songs for 
others to perform that Brook Benton got 
his first firm footing in show business. 

Unlike most present day entertainers, 
Benton doesn’t have to sing to make 


money with his songs. “I made my first 
$5,000 by writing music,” he explains. 
“I sing because I love it, but I would 
prefer to sing my own songs . . . Com- 
posing comes easy for the ex-Carolina 
bricklayer’s son who says: “The only 
time I ever found things hard was when 
I was handing over my tunes for other 
people to sing.” 

Some of the songs written by Benton 
and made famous by other stars include 
Looking Back, recorded by Nat King 
Cole; A Lover’s Question, by Clyde Mc- 
Phatter, and Everything, by Roy Hamil- 
ton, after whom Benton named _ his 
youngest son. The biggest hits recorded 
by Brook were written by him and Clyde 
Otis, eastern recording director of Mer- 
cury Records, “who taught me a lot of 
the professional touches” Benton ad- 
mits. 

If he didn’t have so much singing tal- 
ent, Benton could have easily followed in 
the footsteps of his father, Willie Peay, 
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by becoming a $20 a day bricklayer in 
South Carolina or a prizefighter like one 
of the tough Harlem kids he later played 
with in New York City or maybe even 
a witty comedian, using the natural abil- 
ity he has to make people laugh. “Maybe, 
it’s because I like people and I want them 
to like me,” Brook says, regarding his 
ability to keep everyone around him 
laughing off stage. “I can’t stay angry 
at anyone for any length of time without 
exploding . . . That’s why I didn’t be- 
come a fighter.” 

He takes a look at his big hands and 
adds, “I was always afraid of hurting 
someone. My coach, Roy Truesdale, told 
me I’d make a good fighter if I could 
control my temper when I get hit—but 
I can’t. That’s why I laugh so much to 
keep from fighting when people try to 
take advantage of me sometimes.” Then 
he confides that he once visited a psychi- 
atrist to check on controlling his temper 
whenever he became angry. “And be- 
lieve me,” he adds, “you find plenty of 
reasons to get upset in this business.” 

That this happy-go-lucky looking kid 
who migrated to upper Manhattan from 
the clay hills of South Carolina could 
ever lose his temper enough to hit 
someone is hardly believable. But grow- 
ing up in the South and living in New 
York has provided the talented young 
man with plenty of incidents to test his 
mettle. 

“I soon developed a habit of singing to 
myself to keep at ease. Sometimes I 
would just make up the words and tunes 
... This is how I got into song writing.” 
Far from being the terrible tempered 
Mr. Benton he fears, Brook admits: “In 
general I’m a pretty happy character—as 
long as I can keep singing.” 

Like most present-day nightclub sing- 
ers, Brook got off to a running start on 
his career by singing in the choir back 
at the Esephus AME Church in Camden 
at the age of 10. After three years he 
started his own quartet which sang at 
church socials and parties. Even then, 
the leader was beating out melodies and 
improvising tunes with his hands in the 
same fashion which sends Benton fans 
today. 

By the time he was a senior in high 
school, Brook’s quartet was featured over 
radio station WACA in Camden and 
later, in his early twenties, the quartet 
leader joined Bill Langford’s popular 
spiritual group, which traveled from 
coast to coast singing in churches, halls 
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Tightly buttoning her husband’s sport jacket before he leaves home, attractive Mrs. Mary 
Benton likes role of model housewife as daughter frolics at the foot of classic circular 


stairs. Mary Askew married Brook when she was 17, often joins him for short periods 


so she can devote full time to their home and their children. 


when he is on long trips. Entertainer says he prefers being married to non-professional 
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Returning from family drive, Brook and Roy try to comfort 

his beebee .45 as “Dangerous Ben” aims western Vanessa, who wants to keep riding. Family lives in $50,000 
Father and son often parade around in cowboy home in St. Albans, a fashionable suburb of New York City. 
togs. 


itly unscrambles film twisted by young Roy as family patiently waits to see 

taken by “producer” Benton. Star often takes two to three days break in 

ule to spend completely at home. “During this period,” he says, “I don’t 
even like to go out of the house or answer the telephone.” 


and clubs. Brook remembers their first 
engagement earned him $10, “which I 
spent for transportation.” 

He recalls another time when the 
quartet performed for no fee at all. It 
was on a back road deep in Georgia. For 
hours their dust-covered jalopy had been 
thirsting for gas, and just before dusk 
they found a filling station. “We were 
out of the car, stretching our legs,” he 
recalls, “when suddenly a mean-looking 
guy stepped out of nowhere. 

“Sing,” he growled, “and we saw that 
he was keeping one hand in a lumpy 
looking pocket. Man, you never heard a 
quartet vocalize louder, faster and long- 
er. We never knew how he knew we were 
singers or whether he really did have a 
gun—at a time like that you don’t put 
out a questionnaire. We sang our whole 
repertoire before he stepped back into 
the darkness and let us go.” 

These are only a few of the incidents 
Brook likes to recall in thinking about 
his early career. But the trials and tribu- 
lations did not stop his dreaming of 
fame. “I never really wanted to be rich 





or have everything, just live comfort- 
ably. You know, take care of my peo- 
ple.” For this reason, Benton moved to 
New York, the promised land for pro- 
fessionals. Says he: “Only, I wasn’t look- 
ing to make it overnight, you know. | 
didn’t even go for this amateur night or 
any of that business. I knew I could sing 
and I figured I could write songs, so | 
let it go at that. I decided to get me a job 
until I could get a break.” 

For Brook, a job meant delivering 
goods in the garment industry, the usual 
starting point for most New York mi- 
grants whether from the old country or 
deep south. He got a job doing the 
thing he knew best, next to singing. “I 
used to drive along the city, beating out 
the tunes that came into my head on the 
steering wheel. Sometimes I would pull 
over to the curb and write the words 
down on paper before I forgot them.” He 
remembers he had a good boss, “Bennie 
Goldberg, who understood what I was 
trying to do. . . He used to tell me to 
keep trying and whenever I left for a 
gig out of town or upstate someplace, 
my job would be waiting for me when | 
came back. That helped a lot.” 

Brook and his manager, Dave Dreyer. 
agree that the turning point in his career 
came when he teamed with Clyde Otis, 
already an established song writer who 
has written hit tunes for Cole, Pattie 
Page and other top artists. “When I first 
met this Otis,” says Brook, “I didn’t like 
him because I didn’t think he liked me. 
You see I couldn’t write the music, so 
I just hummed the stuff to him and he 
started laughing. I have a lot of pride 
and I don’t like being laughed at,” he 
added simply. 

Despite his amateur manners, Otis 
recognized that Brook had talent and 
began coaching him on his lyrics and 
music. One of the young composer’s 
early tunes, The Wall, didn’t move when 
recorded but still remains a sentimental 
favorite. Although the record only en- 
joyed mediocre sales, it did establish one 
fact for Tin Pan Alley (Broadway’s song 
publishing center): that Brook could 
sing as well as compose. From that mo- 
ment, Dreyer and Otis agreed that Ben- 
ton should sing his own tunes. 

The fact that Brook’s pulsating tenor 
would possibly thrill thousands in Brook- 
lyn’s Paramount Theater or hundreds of 
sophisticated patrons at the Cloisters 
was probably news to everyone but 
Benton. Far (Continued on Page 58) 


Going over song sheets with co-composer Clyde Otis and arranger Belford 
Hendricks, Brook appears skeptical of music. Singer often hums hit tunes 
for Otis and Hendricks to collaborate on together. 





Celebrating another Brook Benton hit, friends pour champagne as they join artist in 
drinking toast to his continued success. An established $15,000 a week star who is being 
sought for performances all over the world, Benton still prefers to party with friends 
and associates who knew him when he was a struggling, $75-a-week truck driver. 
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lid, to become the 
kind of woman I did, 
but I couldn’t help 
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There was something in Chris’ smile, his devil-may- 
cure manner that was so different than all the 
others, including the man I was supposed to marry. 


T ALL BEGAN the day I met Chris 
Burton. Things had happened to me 
before then, of course. I had lived—or 
rather existed—up until the happy old 
age of twenty, had loved and been loved 
in return, or so I thought, and then along 
came Chris. 

I was just leaving the insurance office 
where I worked, at the end of a hard 
and exasperating day. Everything had 
gone wrong, and never was I so glad to 
see five o’clock. Bernice Tower, who was 
in my department, and I were happily 
exchanging mutual gripes as we walked 
through the exit doors out into the late 


afternoon sunshine of a lovely spring 
day. We had just reached the curb when 
there was a terrific roaring sound, and 
we both jumped back as a motorcycle 
zoomed up and came to a halt literally 
at our feet! Bernice, recovering first, 
turned furiously upon the rider of the 
motorcycle, who was sitting there re- 
garding us with some amusement. 


“What do 
started, then broke off, beginning to 


you mean—” Bernice 
laugh, and said, “Well, of all people, 
Chris Burton! I might have known it 
was you! I heard you were back in 


town.” 








“You heard right, Bern,” he said to 
her, all the while looking at me. I stood 
there, rooted to the spot. The sun was 
in my eyes, and I could hardly see, but 
it wasn’t the sun that blinded me, it was 
the message in Chris Burton’s eyes. 

“Oh, you two don’t know each other, 
do you?” Bernice said, after a moment. 
Then she introduced us, and, blinking 
my eyes, | managed to acknowledge the 
introduction. 

“Paula and | both work for United 
Mutual,” Bernice continued. 

“Swell,” Chris said, flashing a smile 
I was to know so very well. “I'll be 
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I spoke his name softly and took a timid step 


toward him. Then we were in each other’s arms, 


and we were the only two people in the world. 


It happened suddenly, unexpectedly, like a hot, 


violent explosion, and we were consumed in 


the racing flames of our own shameless passion 


seeing you around. I’m starting here 
next week myself, I hope. I'd better 
hurry in now, or I’ll miss the Old Man. 
I'll be seeing you, Paula.” 

The last, looking directly at me, and 


not smiling at all. 
So long, Mr. Bur— Chris,” I said, 
still not having caught my breath. 


He was off the motorcycle in a mo- 
ment, then, and had disappeared into 
the building behind us. 

Say. come on,” Bernice said to me, 
laughing and grabbing my arm, “he 
didn’t run over you, Paula.” 

Didn't he? 1 thought, I’m not quite 
sure 

Who is he, Bernice?” I asked. 

“You probably don’t remember the 
old Burton family that used to live here 
she said, as we walked along 
toward the bus stop, “because I didn’t 
either. Anyway, Chris was back in town 
for awhile during the Christmas holidays 


in town,” 


while you were in New York, and he 
said then that he might come back to 
stay. He’s quite a guy.” 

‘Yes, he is,” I said. 

But not for you,” she said quickly, 


smiling. “Don’t forget Don.” 
| laughed lightly, as if brushing aside 
such a foolish thought, but I had, for a 
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moment! I had really forgotten all about 
Don, to whom I was practically almost 
engaged. 

“What did Chris Burton mean, do 
you suppose, when he said he hoped he’d 
be starting at United next week?” I 
asked, getting away from the subject 
of Don. 

“Just what he says, I guess, Paula,” 
Bernice said. “I understand he’s a very 
good salesman, and I believe Don is 
planning to add someone to the agency 
staff, isn’t he?” 

“Yes, I think so,” I said, feeling sud- 
denly cold. For some reason, I didn’t 
want to be working in the same place 
as Chris Burton. Remembering again 
those laughing brown eyes, the feeling 
that he was in complete command of 
the situation, I almost felt I didn’t want 
to ever see him again. 

Trying to find something wrong with 
him, I said, “A motorcycle yet?” 

Bernice laughed. “Oh, that’s not his,” 
she said. “That belongs to a friend of 
his. He just likes ’em.” 

“Nite, Bernice,” I said, almost curtly, 
as we separated at the bus stop. 

“Goodnight,” she said, and | felt, 
somehow, that she was looking at me 
curiously as I walked away. 


ATER THAT EVENING, after a din- 

ner alone because Mother was work- 
ing late, I aimlessly watched a TV show 
and tried to review the events of the day. 
I had not been excited at meeting Chris 
Burton, I reassured myself. It was only 
because of the way he swooped down 
on us, on that motocycle. The idea! 
Some insurance agent he’d make—no 
dignity at all. I'd be surprised if Don 
would recommend him, anyway. Loyal- 
ly, I tried to fasten my thoughts on 
Donald Ryder, my “almost” fiance. 
Well, we had been going steady almost 
ever since I finished high school, and 
everybody took it for granted we’d get 
married some day. 

Don was seven years older than I, and 
already, at only twenty-seven, one of the 
most promising young executives at 
United Mutual. I was terribly proud of 
him, and knew that many a girl in the 
company, and in our social group, en- 
vied me. Mother thought he was the 
most wonderful person in the world, and 
I did, too, I told myself determinedly. 
Don wanted us to wait until everything 
was “just right” for our marriage. He 
was saving for a home, and he wanted 
a certain bank balance. Don had every- 
thing figured out, and always did every- 
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thing just right. That was the trouble 
sometimes—he was just too perfect, al- 
most. I couldn’t for the life of me im- 
agine Don dashing crazily around town 
on a motorcycle—! 

The telephone interrupted my guilty 
thoughts, and I jumped up and rushed 
to answer it. It was Don, and he seemed 
a little surprised at my bubbling en- 
thusiasm. 

“What are you so excited about?” he 
asked. 

“Oh, nothing, really,” I said, untruth- 
fully, “I just ran to the phone.” 

We talked for a few minutes, and then 
he told me that a special conference was 
being held this evening, and he would 
not be able to come over, as planned. | 
was sincerely sorry, and told him so, and 
after a few happy mutual reassurances 
of the usual kind, we said goodnight, and 
I slowly replaced the receiver, feeling, 
indeed, a little sorry for myself. I wished 
that Don could come tonight. I sud- 
denly. wanted to see him, very much. 

I was still sitting there at the telephone 
table when mother came in. 

“What’s the matter, dear?” she asked, 
when she came into the hall. “Why are 
you sitting there in the dark?” 

“Oh, I just finished talking to Don, 
mother,” I said. “He’s not coming over 
tonight.” 

“Well, that’s nothing to be so sad 
about,” she said, laughing. “You know 
it’s for something important.” 

“Yes, mother, I know,” I said, a little 
weary. “I’ve had dinner already. I 
think I'll go to bed. I have an awful 
headache.” 

“Oh, dear.” she said, 
“Did you take something?” 

“No, but I will,” I answered. “Guess 
I’m just a little tired.” 

I went into my room, then, anxious 
to get away from mother’s kindly ques- 
tioning. There were just the two of us 
now, since Dad died, and mother was 
almost too concerned about me at times, 
I felt. Oh, well, tomorrow would be an- 
other day. 


concerned. 


HE NEXT MORNING, I felt all 
wonderful, happy and relaxed, and 
all the little nagging questions of the day 
before were gone. Mother asked how 
was the headache, and for a moment I 
couldn’t even remember what she meant, 
then I quickly reassured her. 
At the office, Don came over to my de- 


partment to tell me, briefly, about the 
new project they were working on. How 
kind and solid and good he is, | thought 
as I watched him walking up to my desk. 
He looked so competent in his neat grey 
suit. [ll be so happy when we are mar- 
ried. 

“but I'll be glad when the whole 
thing is over,” Don was saying, smiling, 
“because I don’t like anything that takes 
too much of my time from you, Paula. 
This will mean a lot to both of us, 
though.” 

“It sounds just wonderful, Don,” I 
agreed happily. 

“Oh, by the way,” he continued, “I 
have a new man with us on this, and he 
seems like a real firecracker. Chris Bur- 
ton, but | don’t think you know him, be- 
cause you were out of town when he was 
back here Christmas.” 

“Oh, yes,” I said, casually, “I didn’t 
know him, but Bernice introduced him 
to me when he stopped by the office yes- 
terday afternoon.” 

We talked a few minutes more, then 
Don said he’d see me at lunch, and was 
gone. Back at work on my accounts, I 
found it a little difficult to concentrate. 
All was well, until Don mentioned Chris. 
Now I found myself wondering if I’d 
see him today, and when he would start 
to work. I told myself sternly that I was 
being absolutely foolish to even waste 
a moment thinking of a complete 
stranger when Don was my whole, whole 
life. But even Don had said he was a 
“firecracker,” | soothed my conscience. 

Bernice passed by my desk, giving me 
a new stack of accounts. 

“Oh, no,” I groaned, “not today! 

“Well, look at it like this, honey,” she 
said, smiling, “you won’t be here doing 


” 


? 


this very much longer 

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” I said. 

Soon it was time for lunch, and Don 
and | went to our usual little restaurant, 
in the next block. I’d forgotten about 
Chris, until he came in with some of the 
men from the office. They sat at a table 
next to ours, and all spoke briefly when 
they came in. Chris called me “Miss 
Mabry,” instead of Paula, and the elec- 
tric message I’d seen in his eyes yester- 
day was very carefully not there. Either 
it never had been, or he knew by now, of 
course, that | was “taken”—if not en- 
gaged, at least “taken.” I smiled at Don, 
and promised myself we’d have no long 
engagement. 


| aa WEEKS, THEN, I hardly ever 

saw Chris Burton except occasion- 
ally at the office, nor did he go out of his 
way to meet me. Life went along its 
pleasant, routine way just as it had for 
months and years, and just as I was sure 
it'd continue to do so. 

I was a little surprised, then, at who 
should turn up at my weekly art class at 
the Community Center, but Chris.: I 
really didn’t paint very well, and it was 
just fun, and sort of a hobby for me. 
When Chris came into the class—he was 
the only other person there from our of- 
fice—he seemed surprised and pleased 
to see me. During a break, he came over 
to my stand. 

“I didn’t have any idea you were an 
artist, Miss Mabry—Paula,” he said, 
flashing that crazy smile that had warmed 
me all over the first afternoon we met. 

“Oh, I’m not,” I said, laughing ner- 
vously. “It’s just a hobby with me, and 
I’m not very good.” 

“Don’t be modest,” he said, looking 
at my canvas, and offering some good 
criticisms of the still life I'd been work- 
ing on. 

Later, I had a chance to look at his 
canvas, and he was good—very good. 
I didn’t have to fake enthusiasm for his 
work, and I asked him why he didn’t 
paint professionally, as a career. 

“That’s kind of you, Paula,” he said, 
“but I’m not that good.” 

“But I’m sure you are, Chris,” | ar- 
gued. “And I believe that if you went 
to a big city—” 

Just then, Mr. Andre called us back 
from our break, and we all went back to 
our respective easels, but not before a 
warm smile had passed between Chris 
and me. Paying attention to Chris’ crit- 
icisms, which were better than Mr. An- 
dre’s, I went determinedly back to work. 

Chris took me home after class, and 
during the short drive, we talked en- 
thusiastically about art and art forms. 
Neither of us mentioned Don, or even 
thought of him. 

Soon after that, I ran into Chris again, 
this time at bowling, about which I was 
very enthusiastic, and for which Don 
cared nothing at all. Chris smiled with 
pleasure when he saw me, and we greet- 
ed each other cheerfully. 

He looked around quickly, as if look- 
ing for someone, then, seemingly before 
he thought, he blurted out, “Where’s 
Don?” (Continued on Page 50) 
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ooked up at me, all wide-eyed, and I 
st and kissed her like I had done a few 
n others. What was special about her? 
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There wasn’t any point in me getting 
serious with a girl—Judy or anybody 
else. After all, there’s an old 
saying about not buying a cow when 


you can get milk through the fence, 


And that made good sense to me 


§ ibememrdy LOTS OF WAYS a guy can get himself into 

trouble in this life, but I guess the best two ways are with 
women and money. Put the two of them together and you got 
trouble king-size. 

Mine started with a girl and ended with a girl, and the 
money was just in between. It’s a funny thing, but I never 
figured either one would ever be any trouble for me. Not 
that my people were rich or anything like that. I guess they 
had their days when they didn’t know how they were going to 
face the landlord, just like a lot of other people did. But they 
were never really poor, either. My old man had this job with 
the insurance company. Not a big wheel or anything like that, 
but he was steady and got his little raises and when time came 
for me to go to college he had the scratch. He even managed 
a second-hand car for me to roll around in. Boy, that helped. 
Especially with the girls. 

Not that I was having any troubles with the chicks before, 
understand. Once you made it with the right fraternity and 
the basketball team at my school, you could walk through the 
girls’ dormitory with a branding iron and pick your choice. 
Even Joe Morrison, who looked like his mother was frightened 
by a horror movie on the late, late show while she was carrying 
him, didn’t have any trouble making it with the broads once 
he made the frat and started playing varsity alongside me. 
Only he had a tendency to take a girl seriously. He wasn’t 
stupid like that in any of his other subjects; just in girlology. 

I sure didn’t make that kind of mistake. I was just out for 
kicks, and since girls were for the asking, why not have a ball. 
The car did help, though. 

My only trouble was, I didn’t know (Continued on Page 73) 
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DON’T THINK I’VE EVER been as unhappy and miserable and 

so choked with resentment as | was the night I broke the news to 
my husband. I had left work early that afternoon, feeling weak and 
nauseated, and gone to the doctor’s office. All the way there I’d kept 
my fingers crossed—a thing I used to do as a child to ward off bad 
luck—in the desperate hope that the symptoms I suffered were the 
result of nothing more than overwork or an upset stomach. 

But my prayers and childish good luck charm were in vain. The 
doctor confirmed my worst fears with all the usual words of con- 
gratulations and caution—“nothing to worry about,” “just take it 
easy,” “your husband will be delighted when you tell him.” His 
cheery tone irritated me almost as much as the platitudes he mouthed. 

Actually, I wasn’t sure how Roger would take it, and my uncer- 
tainty made the hours I waited for him to come home such a night- 
mare. A dozen times I went over in my mind exactly what I would 
say, explain calmly and logically just how I felt about it. Roger 
loved me. He would agree with me. He just had to! Finally, he 
arrived and I met him at the door. 

“I— I’ve got something to tell you, darling,” I said with a tight- 
lipped smile. 

A look of concern crossed his face. “What’s the matter, honey? 
Are you ill? Something wrong down at the job?” 

I shook my head. He smiled in relief and hurried over to take 
me in his arms. Feeling Roger’s strong arms around me was the 
reassurance I needed. Everything’s going to be all right. I told my- 
self. He nuzzled my ear affectionately. 

“What’s up?” he asked. “Don’t tell me Essie is pregnant again!” 

I stiffened. It wasn’t peculiar that he should jokingly ask that, 
since my sister seemed always to be either just having a baby or 
about to have one. “No, I’m the one this time,” I said in a choked 
voice. “I— I’m sorry, Roger.” 

It took a moment or two for the words to register. Then he stepped 
back, his eyes glowing and a big smile creasing his face. “Lora! 
You mean . . . darling, that’s wonderful!” he shouted. 

“What are we going to do?” I wailed. 

“Do? The first thing you’re going to do, young lady, is to start 
taking it easy!” He swept me up in his arms and carried me to a 
chair. He deposited me gently. “Then you’re going to quit your 
job and—” He clapped his hands together. “Wow! I’m going to be 
a father!” 

“Roger . . . listen to me! We ...I can’t go through with 
it . . .” I began. But he was too busy acting like the typical male 
to hear what I was saying. 

“Just wait until I tell the boys down at the job!” he chuckled. “You 
know, honey, they’ve begun to tease me something awful. You know 
how it is with men. We’ve been married almost five years now, and, 
well—” 

“Roger! You've got to listen to me,” I cut in sharply, leaping to 
my feet, “I’m not going to have the baby!” 

He stared at me. “But you just said . . .” 

“What I mean is, I can’t have it because—well, I just can’t. We— 
We’ve got to do something,” I added somewhat lamely. 

His face froze into a grim expression. “I don’t get what you're 
driving at, Lora,” he said flatly. 

I turned away, unable to bear the look in his eyes. “We'll do some- — 
thing . . . there are ways,” I said vaguely. I felt his hands grip © 
my arms and swing me around. He stared long and hard into my face. ~ 
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1 mean what I think you mean,” 
“then throw it out of your 
lhe next moment he was tender 
“Oh, darling, I know you’re 
ipset and a little confused. But 
rry ... and don’t ever talk 
again.” He picked me up again 
time carried me to the sofa. 
just relax here while I fix 
Roger ordered. “This is a spe- 
on and that means it’s my turn 
around in the kitchen.” He 
» tender kiss on my cheek and 
ym, whistling happily. 
art was torn between the terror 
idition and my unqualified love 
We had this thing between us, 
rthdays and anniversaries and 
ys, Roger would either take me 
mer or would prepare it at 
ually steak, potatoes, peas and 
> salad; a strictly from the 
e meal, but it was his eager- 
he thought behind it that made 
a big event in our life to- 


one of the reasons I| loved 
arly. But I guess underneath 
yiness we'd shared since our 
there had run a strain of fear 
that had now become a real- 
s like a trickle of water that 
a stream, then a river on its 
1 mountain, gathering speed 
until it becomes a raging tor- 
s into the even more an- 

f the ocean. 
s stream of fear and doubt 
ient building up inside me all 
meal Roger prepared that 


night. So strong was it that it was all I 
could do to maintain an outward calm 
as I listened to his little jokes about par- 
enthood and his delighted manner of the 
typical father-to-be. 

Somehow, I made it to bedtime with- 
out blowing up from the pressure mount- 
ing inside me. When Roger climbed into 
bed beside me I longed for him to take 
me in his arms and soothe away the 
fears with tender words and soft ca- 
resses. But he suddenly seemed to think 
of me as a fragile doll that would shatter 
from a passionate embrace, and after a 
chaste kiss that left me aching for more, 


he turned over on his side and dropped 
off to sleep. 

And I was left there alone and lonely 
in the dark, alone with all sorts of crazy 
thoughts streaming through my confused 
mind and mounting into a high, im- 
penetrable wall that threatened to sep- 
arate us forever. I felt that if I reached 
out my hand at that moment it would not 
bridge the gulf between us; that if I sud- 
denly screamed the sound would bounce 
off that wall without ever reaching Rog- 
er’s ears. 

I was frightened. The terror swelled 
up inside me like a big balloon until it 








was almost as if the baby I didn’t want 
had already bulged my stomach and 
was about to burst into life. I clamped 
my teeth down on the knuckles of my 
hand to keep from screaming. But there 
was nothing I could do to hold back the 
flood of unwelcome memories, the un- 
happy events of the past, that turned me 
into a quivering mass of misery, hatred 
and resentment. It all came back to me 
there in the dark, as big as life, and 
twice as ugly . . . 


BY THE TIME I was 16 I knew all 


there was to know about babies. I 


How could I tell Roger that I 
had been chained to babies all 

of my life, and that I never 
wanted to see another one, not 

even one that was our very own? 


don’t just mean where they come from, 
but how to help deliver them, how to 
feed them, wash and diaper them. All 
the hard, dirty, monotonous work con- 
nected with them. 

I was the oldest child, and except for 
my sister, Essie, who was only a year 
younger than I, it seemed as if my four 
little brothers and sisters were actually 
mine. Each time a squealing, squirming 
brat arrived at the house, it was turned 
over to me. It was almost as if I’d given 
birth myself. 

It wasn’t entirely that Mom was lazy, 
I realized in later years. Although at the 
time, I convinced myself that she firmly 
believed that her only purpose in life 
was to bear babies with disgusting reg- 
ularity. But to be fair about it, I sup- 
pose that becoming a mother so often 
did take something out of her, even 
though she wasn’t a small or delicate 
woman. 

It seemed I was always waiting on 
her, and when I wasn’t busy bringing 
her things I was taking care of my broth- 
ers and sisters. I can count on the fin- 
gers of one hand the times I’ve seen Mom 
dressed up, wearing something other 
than the rumpled old housecoat that was 
draped around her dumpy frame. I 
promised myself never to let myself look 
so sloppy when I got to be a woman. 

I developed a positive dislike for 
housecoats, even nice ones. Once, after 
we'd been married about a year, Roger 
bought me a beautiful silk housecoat for 
a present. I made such a row over it he 
was shocked. I took it back the next 
day and after that he never tried to sur- 


prise me again, but always asked me in 
front whether or not I liked something. 

“IT never knew anyone with such posi- 
tive likes and dislikes, Lora.” he com- 
plained once. 

I didn’t try to explain. And I didn’t 
mind not getting little surprise gifts. | 
knew what I wanted and if I got that 
I was just as happy—more happy, in 
fact, since I’d longed for them so long. 

My father was a nice enough man; | 
didn’t develop a hate for all men be- 
cause of him. But I felt that he was 
rather weak and helpless. His job in 
the steel mill paid well enough, but with 
all the kids he had to support, we barely 
got by. I felt he should have done some- 
thing to stop Mom from constantly drop- 
ping new expenses in his lap. 

He loved children, and none of us ever 
suffered from lack of affection from him. 
It was only the backbreaking, deadly 
dull housework he couldn’t help with— 
and it was left to me. 

It was Mom, however, whom I re- 
sented most. I can never forget—or for- 
give her—for the way she messed up 
my plans when I’d just turned eighteen. 
I’d just gotten a job as a receptionist in 
an insurance office. For the first time in 
my life I could buy ready-made clothes 
and go out on dates without asking, or 
being tied down to the house. Because 
I was working, Dad made Essie do part 
of the housework, although there was 
plenty of it waiting for me when I got 
home each night. 

I’d dated several boys, although there 
was one in particular, and I even per- 
mitted myself (Continued on Page 60) 
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“You are the most important part 
of the treatment.” I told him. 
“because you are what your wife 
has to come back to.” And all 


the while I envied that woman 


A woman stood between 
me and this man, a 


woman whose twisted 


mind deprived him of 
all the things that I 
could willingly give 


F | CLOSE MY EYES and sit very 

quietly in this still room I can feel 
Howard bend above me and softly take 
my lips with his once more. And for that 
moment the pain of loneliness and hun- 
ger is gone, and there is no other reality 
but his remembered kiss as I walk with 
him again in a shadowed world of our 
own creating. 

But I cannot live forever in this still 
room with closed eyes and his remem- 
bered kiss. Reality overtakes me at last. 
just as reality finally overtook us and 
our love and made us outcasts in our 
separate worlds. 

Our love had a beginning. And per- 
haps someday all that I will remember 
will be that it began, not with the death 
of a man’s body and the death of a 
woman’s mind, but one day in May: 
a Sunday, visitors day in the state men- 
tal hospital where I am a nurse. 

I was standing at the window, my 
patients beside me as we waited for 
visiting hours to begin—that most im- 
portant time of the whole week. Every- 
one was in the high state of tension that 
anticipation brings even to the normal. 
I was prepared for their tenseness, just 





as I was used to my own feeling of sad- 
ness and loneliness that visiting day gave 
me. But that day I seemed sadder and 
lonelier than usual. Even the green and 
gold beauty of spring did nothing to lift 
my spirits. I hated visiting day. Some- 
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NO RIGHT TO HIS LOVE 







What irresistible force 
was it in this man’s 
face—his eyes, his 
smile—that drew me 


so desperately to him? 





iys left out—forgotten—waited in vain. I knew her when you looked beyond the disheveled hair, the blank 
eeling was—the utter hopelessness of having ex- eyes, the rigid body. I could not help but give a prayer of 
| waited for something that didn’t happen. As I thanks that I was not bound in silent darkness the way she 
he patients | wondered which one would be dis- was. No matter what had happened to me, only my dreams 
Would it be the new woman? She was very were bound in the past. My body and my mind were still 
he was brought in from a private hospital in free. Was that why I had chosen to work here—to keep 
e just two days ago the doctors had looked at my sanity—to have a constant reminder about me that there 
shook their heads doubtfully and murmured, was something worse than death? I shuddered, then to 
icurable, hopeless.” keep from crying, I turned away and looked back out the 
the far corner, away from everyone, in a cata- window. It was then I saw Howard for the first time, crossing 
»mpletely removed from her surroundings. She the green lawn, the sunlight shooting off his black hair like 
when moved, had to be fed and dressed. A copper sparks. 
have exploded at her feet and she would not I watched him curiously because there was a hunch to— 
| a muscle, so complete was her withdrawal from his shoulders that gave me a lift—as if that man was coming 
was one of the living dead—a suicide of mind to see me. It was a crazy thought and it embarrassed me. | 
leaving the body behind, a statue made of wondered guiltily if | had worked so long with people out 
ne, but as lifeless as marble. of touch with reality that I was becoming like one of them. 
hung about her like draperies surrounding a I tried to turn away, to concentrate on my patients. But \ 
aiting to be displayed. Looking at her, feeling I couldn’t move. Like the sick woman in the catatonic 
1 lump swelled in my throat. How terrible to trance, I remained there at the window, immobile, watching ' 


and so ill. There were traces of beauty about a man walking toward me, my heart pounding. What was it 











that held me under a spell? The hunch 
of his shoulder? The tilt of his head? 
The sureness of his step?” 

When he walked through the door a 
few moments later it didn’t matter what 
attracted me to him. It only mattered 
that a heart that had lain frozen within 
me for three years was pumping warm 
excitement through my veins. 

He paused just as he entered the vis- 
itors’ room. His huge amber eyes finally 
settled their penetrating gaze on me. 
When he spoke it was to me, with a voice 
as warm as summer sunlight. 

“My wife. She’s in this ward. Ann. 
Ann Hayes.” 

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Hayes. 
please.” 

The new woman was his wife. And 
I was envying her because this was her 
visitor. Her husband. How could I be 
so inhuman as to envy that poor crea- 
ture because of a visitor? I felt I wanted 
to turn and look at him again. To bask 
in the warmth of his voice. But as I led 
him across the long room to where his 
wife sat, I understood the weighted 
hunch of his shoulders, the sad patience 
in his amber eyes. Her illness made him 
wait, gave him no choice. No future. | 
felt a kinship to him. We had something 
in common this man and me. We both 
waited. We both had been cheated. 

It seemed a long way across that room, 
his footsteps beating softly against the 
floor as he followed me. And in that 
sound there was disturbance, a remem- 
brance that made me ache. 

As soon as I was satisfied he was not 
shocked or even surprised at her state of 
withdrawal, only a little more weighted- 
looking, a little sadder. I left him alone 
with her, and hurried to my small office 
off the ward. I could watch my patients 
from there, yet I was removed. Usually 


This way, 


I spent my time working on patients’ 
charts, but that afternoon work was im- 
possible. My hands trembled so that my 
writing was jerky and illegible. My mind 
wouldn’t focus, but swung in wild cir- 
cles like a broken top. Only when I quit 
fighting and let myself slip into the past 
did my mind start reasoning again. 


he BEEN ALONE now three years, 

my work my only love, my only emo- 
tion, while my heart was left in the past, 
frozen in the shock of Jack’s death. I 
could still see him, his shoulders hunched 
as he walked into the church on our 
wedding day. I had been standing at the 


window, waiting, looking out on the 
church lawn. I was so happy that day. 
I felt as if the whole world had been 
fluffed into a bright cotton cloud under 
my feet and I was soaring through 
space. I had to keep touching myself 
and things about me to make certain my 
wedding day had finally arrived, that 
all the waiting to be Jack’s wife was 
In less than a half hour I'd be 
his wife forever. 

“Bad luck for a bride to see her groom 
before they meet at the altar,” my aunt 
scolded, and pulled me away from the 
window. I laughed at her superstition, 
but her words put a hole in my cloud 
and I felt like I was going to hit some- 
thing solid and wake up and find it was 
all a dream. Then the music began softly 


over. 


in the distance. The waiting was over. It 
wasn’t a dream. I was Jack’s bride at 
last. 

After the reception in the church base- 
ment we got into Jack’s old car and amid 
kisses, tears, and best wishes, we pulled 
away and headed for the city where we 
had an apartment and Jack a good job 
in the post office. I was so excited I was 
speechless, but with tingling fingers I 
reached up and stroked the side of Jack’s 
face. 

“Baby, Baby,” he whispered, tilting 
his head to the side and catching my 
fingers between his shoulder and cheek. 
“You distract me. Send me. Blind like.” 
And he bent and kissed my lifted face. 

We didn’t see the truck bearing down 
upon us. We heard the blast of the horn, 
but it was too late. Jack had swerved 
too far center and the cab of the semi- 
trailer caught our left fender. The last 
thing Jack said was: “I love you,” in a 
soft still voice that reached me through 
the roar of crashing vehicles. 


MUST HAVE cried out in horror at 

the memory, for someone touched my 
shoulder, shaking me. 

“Something the matter, Miss?” 

I looked up. It was him. The man 
with the amber eyes. But it could have 
been Jack, there was so little difference 
in their physical appearance, but I had 
not let myself admit it until then. But 
no wonder this stranger had affected 
me. So much so that he’d brought back 
that painful memory I’d kept buried 
for all these years. 

“You look pale,” 
brows scowling with concern. 

“It’s nothing,” I lied. “I—I must 


he persisted, his 


have pricked my finger with this.” And 
I held up a needle that some careless 
aide had left on my desk. 

He looked at it doubtfully, then 
changed the subject quickly. “My wife 
seems very withdrawn today.” 

“She’s very ill,” I offered helplessly. 
Usually I was full of encouragement for 
relatives, I felt so sorry for them, but this 
man, I knew instinctively, demanded 
honesty. 

“Yes. Very ill. And not much hope, 
either. Guess I’d rather see her the way 
she is now, than the other way. Does 
that sound cruel to you?” 

I knew what he meant—the raving- 
mad periods of her type of illness when 
emotions were completely beyond any- 
one’s control. 

“No. It isn’t cruel. It’s being realistic. 
She can’t hurt herself—or anyone else 
when she’s like she is today.” 

For a moment he stood there, study- 
ing me quietly as if he wondered could 
he talk to me. Could he tell me of some 
painful moment he couldn’t forget? Had 
she ever tried to kill him? Or herself? 
Something terrible must have happened 
at one time. The pain in his face was 
too real. And now he did not look like 
Jack. For Jack died too quickly to 
know pain. But Jack had that same way 
of withdrawing within himself when he 
was thinking. This man too was hiding 
his feelings with a false smile, trying to 
mask the pain away. “I guess it isn’t 
easy to nurse them either. If she should 
come out of it this week, tell her I was 
here. I think she’d like to know. I have 
to believe I still matter to her.” 

Then he was gone. Shoulders hunched, 
feet treading softly but certainly down 
the corridor. 

I checked my patients quickly, then 
hurried to the window and stood waiting 
expectantly until I saw him leave the 
building. Watching him, contentment 
wrapped itself about me like a well-fitted 
dress. When he disappeared I turned 
back to my work, humming softly to 
myself. 

“Why, Jenny, I never heard you sing 
before. Every one must have had a vis- 
itor today.” It was Marie, my room- 
mate, and my replacement for the day. 

“Yes, everyone had a visitor,” I an- 
swered gayly. Even me. 

That night I dreamt of Jack, a night- 
marish dream and I woke from it sob- 
bing and shaking, aching for the fulfill- 
ment of love. (Continued on Page 54) 
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I HAD ALWAYS BEEN A DREAMER. As a little girl my day 

dreams were the fairy tale and Alice in Wonderland fantasies. 
While my older sister, Connie, played games with the neighbor- 
hood kids, I sat under a tree or out back of the garage absorbed 
in my world of make-believe. Even when we were teen-agers | 
sat in my room at night dreaming about Prince Charming while 
Connie was busy dating one boy after another. Sometimes one 
of her disappointed admirers would ask me to go out but I never 
would. Rather than be a substitute, I’d wait for Prince Charming, 
I decided. 

Perhaps my dreams were a sort of sedative to ease the pain of 
being shy. Connie was the lively and attractive one. There was 
a close resemblance between us in appearance, and when we were 
little mama sometimes dressed us alike. Although Connie is two 
years older, she was never taller than me, and some people mistook 
us for twins. When mama’s friends exclaimed over us I’d just 
stand there like a little dummy, while Connie with her easy laugh- 
ter and dainty ways, got all the attention. Really, I didn’t mind. 
If people noticed her they would leave me alone, and then I could 
retire to my dream world and be happy. 

As we grew older the folks worried about Connie a lot. She 
went out with so many different boys and stayed till all hours. 
Lots of times she had liquor on her breath when she came in. 
Daddy used to say to me, “Jeannie, I’m glad we don’t have to worry 
about you. Mama and | know we can depend on you to be a good 
girl. Connie. was always a scatter-brain, but you have good sense.” 

I’d smile and say, “You'll never have to worry about me, Daddy, 
1 promise.” 

It was a relief to our parents when Connie married Russell An- 
derson. Russell was a mechanic in the Air Force and stationed at 
the base seven miles outside of town. He and Connie rented a little 
house just three blocks from us, and Russell got home most every 
night. He was a friendly guy, and nearly every weekend there 
was a party going at their house, fellows from the air base and 
their girls. There was a lot of drinking, and Connie flirted with 
the guys as she’d always done. Russell didn’t seem to mind. 

It was at one of Connie’s parties that I met Brad. I seldom went 
over there on a Saturday night, but Connie had left her purse at 
the house that afternoon and mama insisted that I take it back. I 
slipped into a fresh blouse and skirt first, and replenished my make- 
up. Walking along I felt a curious excitement creep over me, and 
I began to walk faster. 

Although it was early the party was well under way. Two couples 
were dancing while several others were sitting in the front room. 
Everyone had a drink in their hand. Russell introduced me all 
around, and then pulled me out in the kitchen and offered me a 
drink. He knew I wouldn’t take one, and was opening me a coke 
while he teased. From where I was standing I could see Brad sitting 


When Brad’s eyes smiled into mine, I smiled 


back, and when his arms tightened about me, 


a strange, warm glow crept all through me 
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ront room. He seemed different 


1e others, sort of reserved and 
ke myself. 
eyes lit up when I entered the 
and he got right up and asked me 
When Brad’s eyes smiled into 
smiled back, and when his arms 
1 about me a warm glow crept 
“So you’re Connie’s sister,” 
“It’s hard to believe.” 
1't see why,” I replied, “every- 
s we look a lot alike.” 
nodded. “You do, I guess, but 
» shy while Connie’s so—well, 
| I nd.” He pulled me close again. 
It the first time I had ever 
heek to cheek, and my heart 





jump around like crazy. Sev- 
e couples arrived and the little 
s about to split its seams. Brad 
| in my ear suggesting that we 
id I agreed eagerly. “Ill borrow 
1) one of the guys,” he whis- 


I told him, “I have to go 
home and I live only a few 
ay. You can walk me home.” I 
ling on air. It was the first time 

had ever given me a second 
en my sister was around, and 
a glamour queen. 

us ages to walk the three 
me, and then Brad and I sat 
nt steps and talked for hours. 
Brad was the first boy I had ever felt at 
He told me about his life on 
farm back in Illinois. How his 
fa n’t understand him, and he 
et along with his brothers 
had run away and joined 
ce and been sent out to Ari- 
he air base at our town. He 

s to be a radio operator. 
d Daddy came home from 
and were surprised to find 
here on the steps with a boy. 
n in the house to bed and 
there. At midnight Daddy 





called me so we had to say goodnight. 
Brad asked to see me the next night and 
I said yes. Before he left he kissed me. 
It was a hasty, shy kiss but it left me 
trembling. 

Connie came over the next afternoon. 
“So Brad Hoyt took you home last 
night,” she began. “How do you like 
him?” 

“He’s nice,” I answered warily. “I 
have a date with him tonight.” 

“TI guess he’s okay,” Connie went on, 
“only he’s not very popular with the 
gang. Too hard to get along with. Al- 
ways borrowing too, money or a car.” 

“Well, I like Brad,” I told Connie. 
“Maybe people just don’t understand 
him.” 

Connie raised her eyebrows. “And 
you do?” 

“Maybe. Anyway what difference 
does it make? I’m not getting married 
to him. I’ve only got a date with him.” 

Connie laughed and gave me a little 
squeeze. “Okay, Jeannie, forget it.” 

Brad asked me to go steady on our 
first date, and from then on my head was 
in the clouds. Now my dream prince had 
a face, a voice, a personality! 


N THE WEEKS that followed I con- 

tinued my day-dreaming, and | guess 
in my pretending I made Brad just about 
a perfect specimen of a human. I could 
see no faults. 

Daddy and Mama thought Brad was 
far from perfect though. Dad complained 
that Brad never looked him in the eye. 
“Don’t never trust a person that won’t 
look you in the eye when he speaks. He’s 
lazy too, always sprawled out on the 
couch or slumped down in a chair, too 
lazy to sit up proper.” I started to make 
excuses for Brad, but Daddy’s steady 
gaze made me falter and look away. 

Mama didn’t like the way Brad re- 
ferred to his own parents. “That ‘old 
man’ and ‘old lady’ stuff is disrespect- 


I was a captive of my 
own prison, a victim 
of my own wild desire; 
married to one man, 
in love with another. 
My only hope was to 
trade one for the other 
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ful,” she claimed. “I know some young 
folk talk that way, but it still isn’t 
right.” 

Brad was seldom on time for a date 
and Mama would start grumbling about 
jt as soon as he was five minutes late. 
Sometimes she’d embarrass me by ask- 
ing him for an explanation. Brad didn’t 
seem to mind though, and once when | 
tried to apologize for her he just laughed 
it off. 

I was in love with Brad right from 
the night we met, and he told me that 
he fell in love with me that night, too. We 
were parked in an old car Brad had bor- 
rowed, and I was nestled in his arms 
when he whispered the magic words in 
my ear. “I love you, Jeannie. I’ve loved 
you from the first night we met.” 

I turned and raised my face. “I love 
you too, Brad.” His lips on mine cut off 
my words. My body trembled with de- 
sire as I clung to him, wanting him to 
hold me closer. With a little moan Brad 
pulled my arms from around his neck. 
Weak and shaken, I leaned my head on 
his shoulder and stared at the stars twin- 
kling through the darkness. Lovemaking 
was new to me and I didn’t understand 
the wild pounding of my heart, the 
yearning to be kissed, the passionate de- 
sire that spread like wildfire through my 
whole body. Love was different from 
the sweet, gentle dream I had imagined. 


ESS THAN two months after Brad 

and I met, he was sent to Alaska to 
be gone eighteen months. I thought my 
heart would break when we said good- 
bye. 
Brad promised. “Then when I get back 
we'll be married. So you just think 
about that and make plans.” He held 
me close, and I squeezed my eyes shut 
tight to hold back the tears. 

For weeks after Brad left I moped 
around. My senior year in high school 
should have been fun, but I shut myself 
off from all school activities. My grades 
were barely passing. After graduation I 
got myself a job in the five and dime 
and part of my wages went for things 
to put in the hope chest I started. Each 
night I wrote Brad a letter, pouring out 
my loneliness and dreams. Brad was 
lonely too, and his letters were full of 
plans for when he got back. 

My eighteenth birthday fell on a Sat- 
urday, and that morning there was a 
gift from Brad on the table besides the 
ones from Mama and Dad. The pretty 


“Jeannie, I'll write every day,” 


bow and fancy paper were tossed on the 
floor in my eagerness as I opened it. In- 
side the big box was a beautiful pink 
quilted robe. Mama laughed at my sur- 
prise. “I picked it out for Brad,” she said. 
“He sent me the money weeks ago and 
told me to be sure and have something 
pretty for you on your birthday.” I 
hugged the robe to me and smiled 
through tears of Joy. 

Connie came in the store that after- 
noon. “Happy birthday Jeannie,” she 
greeted me. “I left a gift for you over 
at the house. Say, why don’t you come 
over tonight? We're having a party—a 
few fellows from the base and their dates 
—and it can be a birthday party for 
you.” 

I shook my head. “Thanks, Connie, but 
I promised Alice I’d go to a movie with 
her. You remember Alice Barton, she 
lives over on Cypress.” 

“Sure, I know her. Well bring Alice 
along. There will be an extra guy or two 
and maybe she can hook one. She’s so 
darn prissy, but maybe we can help her 
find a boy friend.” 

“Tell you what, Ill ask Alice and if 
she'll come, well okay.” 

“Good deal. Be seeing you!” Connie 
waved as she moved off. All the rest of 
the afternoon I found myself sort of 
looking forward to going to Connie’s. 
It’s cause you haven’t been anywhere for 
so long, I told myself. Why not go? 
You owe it to yourself to get out now and 
then. As soon as I got off work I phoned 
Alice about going to the party. She de- 
murred at first, but then I found myself 
urging her to go, and she finally agreed. 

We arrived early at Connie’s so we 
could help her get ready. By nine o’clock 
there were about four couples there, and 
by ten I bet there were twenty people 
milling around in Connie’s three room 
house. I had met most of them, but 
there was one soldier, Hank Lewis, I 
had never seen. He had come in with 
several others but didn’t appear to have 
a girl friend. Every time I looked his 
way I caught him staring at me. Nat- 
urally, that made me self-conscious, and 
then I’d glance back at him. 

Hank was dark. His eyes were pierc- 
ing black and seemed to look right inside 
a person, and his face was solemn, giving 
him almost a glowering expression. Ex- 
cept when he smiled—then his whole 
face lit up, and he was a different person. 

Connie winked at me once and nodded 
towards the divan. There was Alice en- 


grossed in conversation with a boy 
named Clyde, and I was really pleased. 
Alice was so mousy in appearance that 
she seldom got dates, but she was very 
nice once you got to know her. Tonight 
her eyes were sparkling and she was 
talking up a storm. Then I noticed the 
drink in her hand. I started toward 
her, but Connie called me. “Jeannie, 
how about a drink? To celebrate?” She 
was waving a bottle of whiskey. I shook 
my head. Beer was all I had ever tasted 
and I didn’t like that. 

“What should Jeannie celebrate?” a 
voice beside me asked. I turned and 
looked into Hank’s black eyes. 

Connie said, “This is Jeannie’s birth- 
day. Today she is eighteen. Isn’t that 
something ?” 

Hank’s smile flashed. “I should say 
so. Come on, and I'll have a drink with 
you.” He slipped a hand under my el- 
bow and steered me over to the table. 

“But I don’t drink,” I protested, “I 
don’t think Id like it.” 

Connie laughed. “Come on, sis, you’re 
a big girl now. Try it. Besides if you’re 
going to marry Brad you better learn 
how to take a drink, so you can keep up 
with him.” 

] don’t know why that made sense to 
me, but it did. I took the proffered glass. 
Hank yelled, “Hey everybody, let’s drink 
to Jeannie on her eighteenth birthday!” 
I tossed off the straight shot with water 
chaser, and then accepted a mixed drink 
which Hank fixed for me. 

After that everything was a ball. The 
gang made a big thing out of it being 
my birthday and I lapped it up. I danced 
with Hank and even flirted with him a 
little. When Alice left with Clyde I 
barely told her goodbye. Once I cor- 
nered Connie in the bathroom. “I’m not 
used to this drinking,” I reminded her, 
“and I sure don’t want to get drunk, no 
telling what I might do.” 

“Listen, you just go ahead and have 
fun. Drink what you want and don’t 
worry. I'll take care of you.” There was 
a banging on the door. “Aw right, just 
a minute,” Connie yelled. “Come on 
Jeannie. Remember, just have fun.” 

So I had nothing to worry about. 

Things got fuzzy. There was noise, 
music, and chatter. Everything was hi- 
lariously funny. Hank was always near, 
sitting on the arm of my chair, pouring 
me a drink, or standing with his arm 
around me. We danced and I pressed 
close as we (Continued on Page 64) 


37 

















DRUNKENNESS 


: =% Ruins Health, Happiness. Break 
the Drinking Cycle QUIC CKLY 

. INEXPENSIVELY! Use new 

ALC ‘OREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 

classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 

ing cycle and causes many to turn 

from liquor. May be taken in 

Yew ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 

GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment is 

d by Medical Authority. Comes ready to use 

ctions included—-need not cause time out 

One happy ALCOREM user writes: ‘I took 

CORE EM 9% years ago, and have not taken or wanted 

k since then. Please send me ALCOREM for a 

f mine who is a heavy drinker.'’—-Mr. H.F.. 

Ky. As an additional help we send...FREE! 

21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM Spccial 
c iles to help nervous and digestive systems. 

I IG oH Cc HART to guide reformed drinker to 


DO NOT DELAY © ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 

I TION OR MONEY BACK. We rush 

PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 

: $8.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 

90¢ O.D. and postage, send $8. 95with order. 

Known world wide since 1948 

MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS . DEPT. N- 20 

DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooli Diploma awarded. 
Write now for F' catalog 


WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog HAS-74 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicage 14, ilinois 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


» make you victorious in all you undertake? 
make people admire you? Power to earn 
wer to gain popularity—love? Power to 

follow you? I will send you informa- 

is the result of scientific research. This 

and directions will help you become 

te rful and exert greater influence. You — 
>» break prevailing misconceptions. IF YO 

)ELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 

Just send your name and address. Pay on 

$2.00 plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 

der “and I will pay postage. 
h every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
i-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 



















FREE 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-A 
S504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 


DR. FRED PALMER’S 


SKIN WHITENER 











een 
Must Give You A 


LIGHTER-CLEARER 


Younger Looking Skin 


IN 7 DAYS OR MONEY BACK 
-Now Fortified With “‘F.A.7”— 
““F.A.7” Fades blemishes, 

off color spots. Refines en- 

pores. Makes skin fresher, 
smoother, younger looking. 30c— 60c 


it druggists. 
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How He 
roposed 











By Josephine Baker 


I DON’T believe many women have 

been proposed to the way I was. But 
at the time I never thought it—the 
situation, not the proposal—was unusual 
because Jo Bouillon, France’s most fa- 
mous bandleader, had asked me to 
marry him. That was enough for me 
at the time. 

Now that I look back at that day 16 
years ago, | am struck by the oddness 
of the situation. Odd, however, is not 
really the word because this suggests 
something mild. And the situation in 


which we found ourselves when Jo 
proposed to me was not, by any stretch 
of the imagination, mild. 

There we were, two isolated French 
citizens, sitting uneasily in the midst of 
a raging war in a bombed-out house in 
the city of Toulon. The walls and the 
foundation of the house were intact. 
The roof and the front of the building 
were not. They had been blown away 
by heavy and incessant bombing. 

And as we sat there locked in a kind 


of fear, napalm bombs, rockets and 
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missiles were screaming death and de- 
struction all around us. Much of the 
bombing came from friendly U. S. 
planes in these dark days in early 1944. 
The big push was on to liberate France 
and the Allies, particularly England and 
America, were saturation-bombing the 
Germans dug in, so they thought, for a 
long, long siege. 

As I sat there, I was struck by the 
thought: What am / doing here? 

For years I had lived in France. | 
went there from America in the early 
1920’s. I had come to love the country. 
From a rather lowly beginning in St. 
Louis, Mo., where I was born to poor 
but honest parents, I had risen to be- 
come known throughout the world as 
“The Toast of Paris.” I had acquired a 
position of fame, fortune and acclaim 
in the theatrical world and in the process 
I had acquired a French citizenship. Is 
there any wonder that I loved my 
adopted land? 

When the Germans first invaded 
France, May 10, 1940, the French were 
pretty well demoralized. Many of us 
dispersed, scattered to North Africa, 
where under the strong unflinching 
leadership of General Charles DeGaulle, 
we were organized into the Free French 
Army. Others stayed in our native land 
and went underground to carry on the 
fight against the Nazis. I was one of 
those who went underground. I was 
commissioned a leftenant (lieutenant in 
the Free French Army) and instructed 
to round up a number of artists to enter- 
tain our troops and keep up morale. 

That was how I came to meet Jo, 
personally (I knew of him before, as 
every Frenchman did). And that was 
how, in the midst of some of the fiercest 
fighting in the early days of the invasion 
by Allied troops, I was sitting in this 
bombed out house with France’s most 
popular bandleader, as bombs whined, 
bullets whistled and mortars huffed all 
around us. 

Our forces made me know in no un- 
certain terms that Jo Bouillon was the 
No. 1 entertainer they most wanted to 
see. So I contacted him. Throughout 
the war we had a wonderful relationship. 

And as we sat there never knowing 
when one of the bombs or mortars would 
find the mark, he suddenly turned to me. 
“Let’s get married,” he said throwing 
his arms around me. I was taken aback. 
The noise of the bombings dimmed and 
I floated on a (Continued on Page 53) 





NEW Kind of Condensed Food Tablet Makes 












ing elements. Don't be Skinny . . . 


) OKINNY FIGURES FILL OUT 


Easy Way Puts Pounds and Inches Firm Healthy Flesh 
On Women, Men and Children Who Are Skinny, Thin and 
Underweight Because of Poor Appetite, Poor Eating Habits. 


No Cramming with sugary mixtures, no fishy oils, no overeatin — 
HOSPITAL 1 cheeks fill out, neck and bust-line gain . : G 
TESTED ankles, skinny underweight figures fill out all over the body. 


DON’T BE SKINNY 


If you are skinny, thin and underweight because of poor appetite or fF: 
poor eating habits, try this latest discovery of modern medical science. 
It’s the new WATE-ON Condensed Food Tablets and in norma! health 
you, too, may quickly gain 5—10—20 pounds and more so fast it’s 
amazing. The New Wate-On Tablets are scientifically compounded of 
MONO and DI-GLYCERIDES. Wate-On Tablets are pleasant to take 
as directed and they are loaded with concentrated calories so prepared 
as to be far easier to be used by the system in building wonderful body 
weight. What’s more, the new Wate-On Tablets are fortified with 
Vitamins B1, B2, B6, blood building B-12, A, D and with iron, calcium, 
phosphorous, lecithin, and other important body nutrients. In fact, each 
daily supply of the new Wate-On Condensed Food Tablets is as rich and 
nutritious as many a skinny person’s regular meal. It’s no wonder 
besides putting on weight, Wate-On Tablets improve the appetite, 
give quick energy, guard against fatigue, sleepless nights, poor en- 
durance and low resistance which often accompanies underweight. At 
the same time, Wate-On Tablets help ward off iron deficiency anemia 

.. help you feel stronger faster. If underweight is due to disease, take 
Wate-On Tablets under direction of your doctor. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


So, if you are tired of being skinny, ask your druggist for new 
Wate-On Tablets. Satisfaction guaranteed or return empty box 
to druggist for money back. Wate-On also is available as a high 
calorie homogenized liquid emulsion that’s extra rich in easy to 
assimilate calories and fortified with other proven weight build- 
get WATE-ON today. 






- arms, legs, thighs, 
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(Also Homogenized Liquid Emulsion) 
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All types for recordings, 
etc. Booming music 
business needs new song 
writers. Send poems now 
for FREE examination. 
ASCOT MUSIC, INC. * StudioL-3 
6021 Sunset Bivd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 


YOU CAN PLAY! 


Piano, Guitar, ANY Instrument 


Rn LAY any instrument right away — 
HE 7 r if you don’t know a single note 
now! Famous method teaches you at 

home in sper time. dane Rapid prog- 

ress. Low cost. Over 1,000,000 students in- 
cluding Lawrence weik Write Sst for 

, No obligation. pS . OOL 

OF MUSIC, Studio 345, Port Was tt., N.Y. 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch—Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain—without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like ‘Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!”’ 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 











With God 


hings are Possible!’’ 


All you be difficult problems? Poor Health? Money 
er Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or Family 
Would you like more Happiness. Success 
ortune”’ in Life? If you have any of these 
Problems or others like them, dear friend, then here 
te wonderful NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY OF 
AYER that is helping thousands to glorious new hap 
joy. Just clip this message now and mail with 
to - aad postage and handling. 













FREE 
G0 OLDEN CROSS for you to 
keep and treasure! 
jowship GOLDEN 
BOX 5205-A, NOROTON, Sonn. Cross 





ANY PHOTO oo 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
Same price f fall bus 

or length or t 
mals, otc. or slargemenis of any 


part of a group 
returned with your salccntamak: 


eantrten aaa 3 tor $]5° 


ais may eine} a 
os. ie irc 
Pralesional Art Stdies, 544 S. Mal, Dept SE. Princeten, Migs 


Woman Tortured 
by Agonizing ITCH 


"I nearly itched to death for § years. Then I 
discovered a new wonder-working creme. Now 
I’m happy,” writes Mrs. D. Ward ofLos Angeles 
Here’s blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 
rectal itch, chafing, rash and eczema with a new 
amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. This 
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful 
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don't suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! 
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GET JE7 VIA MAIL FOR 
AROUND THE WORLD 


1 
Nkrumah, Prime Minister of 
Ghana, meets Vice Pres. Nixon 


‘2. rd 
Ernie Banks, most valuable 
player in majors, hits again 
. "a4 


Brainy teen, Lorna Lacen, injects 
hormones in mouse in science ex- 
periment. 
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JET’S World-Wide Coverage Brings You the Latest 
News In.. 


SPORTS .. . EDUCATION . . . INTEGRATION . . . SOCIETY 
FOREIGN AFFAIRS ... ART... RELIGION . . . SCIENCE 


EXCLUSIVE FEATURES 
New York Beat 
People Are Talking About 
Ticker Tape, U. S. A. 
Weekly Radio and TV Guide 


NEW Subscribers Only 
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JET 1820 South Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


[_] Cash [_] Check or Money Order Enclosed 


Lewse eee es aseeueaeaseseawseasnasaaneaunened 


THIS OFFER GOOD IN THE U.S.A. ONLY 





Spring Is For The _ 
oo ng At Heart... 


See fashions on following 


pages. 








SPRING FASHIONS 


For The 
Pre-School 
Set 


| etary LIKE fluffy bits of cotton 

candy, little girls’ dresses are color- 
keyed to match their bubbling charm. 
Crisp skirts with fluffy organdy pina- 

























fores, dainty bows tied in front or back, 
and tiny puffed sleeves are only a few 
features of children’s clothes. Beauty 
and practicality, almost unheard of in 
little girls’ dresses before the arrival of 
drip-dry and no-iron fabrics, are a must 
these days. Many dresses can be tossed 
into the washing machine and require 
little additional attention. 

Toys courtesy Toy Guidance Council 
of New York. 








we) is a white nylon pinafore with ruffles, worn over a 
cotton dress. At right is a yellow cotton satin dress 
wit] | white organdy skirt. Sleeves and collar are edged in lace 
h ties in the back. Dresses, by Nannette, are $5.95 each. 














ht blue “Shirley Temple” coat has smart detachable cape collar. Versatile 
buttons down the front, has a flared skirt, and is trimmed in contrasting 
wy braid. Spring coat by Bambury is economically priced at $24.95. 









— 


Ot sep satin BASE 





Blue and white are combined in a drip dry 

cotton dress with full skirt. It is trimmed 

in lace and pearl buttons, with a bow in 
front. Designed by Voila, about $8. 


Any little girl will look like a “doll” in this fluffy blue nylon 
dotted swiss dress. The sleeves are short and puffy, and 
wide bands of delicate white lace trim the bodice and col- 
lar, and is repeated around the hemline of the dainty full 
skirt. Designed by Nannette, it is priced at $4.95. 


Pretty “Shirley Temple” dress features a white pinafore 

over bright pink. The eyecatching pinafore is made more 

attractive with pink and red cross-stitching on the bodice 

and full skirt. The Peter Pan collar and puffed sleeves add 

the final “Little girl” touch to a lovely pink and white out- 
fit. Designed by Nannette, dress is priced at $5.95. 
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Bach section of the hair is handled individually 


‘Tihe Frrenech Roli 


There are many versions of the French Roll and all of them 
can be smart. Long hair is easier to manage if it is divided into 
three sections. After the front has been arranged, the back hair 
is combed, brushed and rolled into shapz. 


The middle 
back section ts worked on first. Hair is swung over back of 
Rand to form a large sojt roll, wide at top, narrow at bottom, 


@nd pinned securely to the scalp to keep in place. 
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pulled gently over ears and around under center back rol 


ONDERFUL THINGS HAPPEN when a 
woman changes her hairdo! Because 
of its unusual versatility, the French roll has 
become the most popular late winter and 
early spring style for women who want to look 
elegant with a minimum of fuss and bother. 
The variations of the French roll are unlim- 
ited, ranging from a simple, smooth back 
swirl to the more intricate “bee-hive” version. 
It has always been a favorite of models, and 
the pure lines of the back-from-the-face styles 
are reminiscent of the hair arrangements of 
oriental beauties. Don’t be reluctant to frame 
your face, regardless of its contours, with an 
unusual hair style. You can look attractive in 
a variety of coiffures if you experiment before 
the mirror or go to a trusted professional. 
Regardless of current fads, always select a 
style that does the most for you. The lovely 
uncluttered look of the French roll makes it a 
hairdo that is becoming to women of all ages. 
As with any attractive hair style, good basic 
care is of the utmost importance. Very long 
hair is awkward to handle but after several 
inches are clipped to remove bulkiness, a 
smooth, neat, coif will be easier to create. 


The completed hair style is another version of the popular 
French roll individually handled to suit the model’s len 
of hair, shape of face and also the occasion. Side wings are 
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Another version of this sophisticated hair style shows short 


The bangs are the important part of this hair style, which is 

swirled in front for a smooth casual look and continued in bangs in front. Hair is curled, then brushed out to form a 

back with a loose curl effect. For a decorative touch, the fluffy, loose effect. Back hair is pulled smoothly behind the 
ear, and the roll is pinned securely in place. 


jeweled barrette adds glamour and restrains straggling ends. 





For something different arrange the hair to resemble a fat, Side profile of a French roll shows the elegance of the “model 
look.” Long hair adapts readily to such a style and shorter 
hair can be made to iook longer with false hair pieces or 
lation ide of a light plastic wire. 
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Back view shows hair is pulled back 


ind cinnamon roll! 
m the face and rolled into a circle. Fluffy side wings soften 


French roll 


severity of the style and give the sides a puffed effect. 
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Fresh Blueberries and Angel 
Cake 

ruly elegant dessert for family 

sts, whip up a bowl of rich cream, 

y spoon it between layers and on 

f a sponge or angel food cake. 

ith fresh or frozen blueberries. 












Blueberry, Peach and Avocado 
Bowl 

exceptionally delicious dessert 

juick and easy, combine big, juicy 

berries with chilled peach halves 

ices of avocado pears. Other fruits, 

or canned, can be used for variety. 








Brighten Your Table 
With Blueberries 





 enpemena ARE AN ATTRACTIVE and tasty addition to early 

spring meals. Known for their delicate flavor, they pop up in almost 
any dish from pancakes to salads. Every homemaker usually has a 
favorite blueberry recipe, and if yours has been misplaced, now is the 
time to find it and treat your family to a “blueberry special.” 

Fresh blueberries are delicious, spark breakfast cereals, glorify fruit 
bowls and do wonders for cobblers. They are satisfyingly sweet and yet 
low in calories. Half a cup contains only 42 calories. When at the peak 
of their perfection, the berries are blue-black in color, plump and meaty, 
and well formed. 

Canned or frozen berries are equally as good and are often easier to 
obtain from the grocer’s shelf. Simply drain the liquid from the can and 
use, or thaw, if frozen, to soften berries, and use like fresh ones. 

The trick of blueberries is to use them as often as you can and in as 
many ways as possible. Create a colorful sundae by pouring blueberry 
sauce over vanilla ice cream. Top with a dollop of whipped cream—it’s 
rich and yummy! Combine berries with other fruits for a fresh fruit 
compote, or make a buttery cobbler, or individual tarts for luncheons. 

































Tart shells filled with a cream cheese anu 
macaroon mix, topped with fresh blueber- 
ries make an unusual combination of de- 
| lightful, complementary flavors. The mild- 
ness of cream cheese blends perfectly with 
the rich crunchy gocdness of the coconut. 


| Blueberry Macaroon Tarts 
























Blueberry Apricot Cobbler 
There’s nothing like a blueberry cobbler 
to satisfy dessert lovers. Big, juicy blue- 
berries topped with a rich hot biscuit dough 
(or use your favorite pastry) make a tasty 
dessert. The surprise element is the com- 
bination of blueberries with apricots. 





Blueberry Marble Pie 


Try a frozen blueberry pie for summer 
eating, or make several and freeze for 
future use. Enjoy the flavor of plump, 
blue-black berries in a rich sauce topped 
with marbled whipped cream. Try mak- 
ing a graham cracker crust for variety. 
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A monthly romance maga- 
zine that brings the every- 
day drama of love, marriage 
and emotional conflicts to 
your front door. 


TAN also contains a won- 
derful Home Service section 
éiving you the how-to-do-it 
information on Beauty— 
Food—Haircare and tips for 
young mothers. 


Why not enjoy TAN for a 
full year at the special in- 
troductory offer of only 
$2.00. Copies will be deliv- 
ered to your door by mail. 





This offer limited—ACT NOW! 











Child care 


1820 &. Michigan Chicago 16, Illinois 


| Child Care: 


| Camp Is A Fine 
Place To Spend 
The Summer 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 





C= SUMMER and the last day of 
school, mothers all over the country 
will be confronted with the problem of 
how Susie or Johnny can spend the vaca- 
tion period to best advantage without 
getting into mischief from the sheer 
boredom of day after day: of unplanned 
“do-nothingness.” 

A summer camp program for most 
children can be a most rewarding 
experience. The age, personality, hob- 
bies and interests, health and eco- 





nomic status are all important factors 
to be considered in selecting a camp 


| program. It may be that the parents 


and child will decide that an all-girl or 
all-boy camp is preferable to a co-educa- 
tional camp. Perhaps the family will 


| want to share the camping experience 


| and a family camp will be selected. If 


the child is handicapped, or asthmatic, 


| a suitable camp can be found. 


There was a time when summer camps 


| were thought of as the sole privilege of 


the rich or well-to-do, but that day has 


| passed. YMCA’s, YWCA’s, The Urban 


_ League, The American Friends Service 


Committee and many other social, civic 
and religious agencies sponsor summer 
programs for underprivileged children. 

For the younger child (from six to 
nine), a day-camp program is often 


| preferable. The child spends generally 


from nine until three in an organized 
program of tours to museums, the zoo, 
forest preserves for cook-outs and nature 


| study, craft, folk-singing and dancing 
| and swimming. 


For the older child, an out-of-town 


| campsite for periods of two-weeks or 
| longer provides a well-rounded program 
| of activity and learning to live with 
_ other people. Experienced group work- 


ers act as counselors and guides intro- 
ducing the young campers to a wide and 


| wonderful world away from the city. 


The American Camping Association, 
123 W. Madison Street. Chicago 4, Ill. 
can send information on camps. 
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LIFES 
LITTLE 


@ seveeea 8 & tad _ 


N TOLEDO, OHIO, Devolie Peterson Jr., 24, went visiting to see a friend at 
the Lucas County Jail, got a chance to move in permanently when a desk sergeant 
recognized him as a narcotics charge suspect. 








* * * 


In Danville, Va., a Federal court convicted Ebeneza Booze of possession of illegal 
whiskey. 


* * * 


In West Africa’s Dahomey Republic, a new order went into effect, making it 
unlawful to beat tom-toms or stage tribal dances without special permit. 


* * * 


In New York, a Harlem Hospital employee rushed out of the hospital to answer 
a 3 a.m. emergency call, discovered someone had stolen his ambulance. 


* ~ * 


In Washington, D. C., Melvin A. Tibbs asked for a divorce from his wife Mar- 
tressa, said she: 1) refused to cook meals and keep the house clean; 2) beat, 
scratched and struck him, and 3) strongly recommended that he go out and have 
affairs with other women. 


* * * 


In Pasadena, Calif., Cafe janitor Ronald Lee Curtis subdued an armed, would-be 
robber, explained later: “I fought him till he dropped the gun. Then I beat him till 
I got the fear out of me.” 


* * * 


In London, England, after taking 20 birth control pills a month for the last five 
months, 26-year-old Mrs. Davina Burton-Shaw learned she is going to have twins. 


* * * 


Jn Trenton, N. J., McKinley Farrington complained that his new car’s engine 
wasn’t “sweet running,” later discovered someone had obliged him by pouring sugar 
in the gas tank. 


* * me 


In Bridgeport, Conn., 104-year-old Mrs. Catherine Clark announced that she was 
looking for a husband with two assets: “A good horse and a wagon.” 


* * * 


In Chicago, IIl., Mrs. Willie Lois Holliman explained to police that she stabbed 
her husband to death “because he wouldn’t let me talk and kept interrupting me.” 


* * .s 


In Los Angeles, Calif., Herbert LaFrance, 61, decided life was no longer worth 
living, so he: 1) took an overdose of sleeping pills, without effect; 2) crashed his 
car into a power pole, but escaped injury; 3) rammed another pole, but only hurt 
a rib; 4) walked barefooted on electric wires torn from the utility pole, merely 
burned his feet; 5) told rescuing police: “I still want to die.” 





LIGHTER, BRIGHTER SKIN 


No man can resist the allure of a lovely 
complexion! So, be lovely to look at— 
start using Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
dark; drab-looking skin take on a 
wonderfully lighter, brighter, softer and 
smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works inside 
your skin. Modern science knows of 
no faster way of lightening skin. 

Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 


43¢, 65¢ 


BLACK a AND WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 

















Do you want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER? 





3-Day Test ) 
For Quick Triple Action with BERNEL’S HAIR CREAM 
This hair cream with triple action gives 
your hair a new softer luster with glowing 
highlights that even enhances the beauty 
of long flowing hair. it contains loads of 
LANOLIN AND RICH OILS to lubricate 
DRY, BREAKING, FALLING-OFF, SPLIT 
ENDS; ITCHY SCALP. Excellent thin hair, 
temple massaging-grooming aid. Keeps all 
types of hair lovelier longer. Has non- 
greasy effect. Giant family size $2.20. Reg- 
ular size $1.10. If C.0.D. postage extra. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


pet, 





S COSMETICS Dept. T-5 
Box 104, G.P.0., New York 1, N.Y. 
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More than one million 
Americans are living proof. 
Remember...your contribu- 
tions helped save many of 
these lives. Your continuing 
contributions are needed 
to help discover new cures 
and, ultimately, the preven- 
tion of cancer itself. 


Remember, too, if you delay 
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His For The Asking 


(Continued from Page 23) 


“He doesn’t care too much for bowling,” 
I said, looking down. 

“Oh, I see,” Chris said, embarrassed that 
he’d asked. 

“He’s anxious for me to continue in the 
league, though,” I said, brightening up a 
bit, “although they probably hope I don’t.” 

“Tll bet you’re good,” Chris said. 

I just laughed. “You’ll see.” 

That was the first time we’d mentioned 
Don, and it seemed to both increase the 
tension between us, yet, in some way, to 
make us more relaxed. It was like facing 
up to something, although we’d never 
talked about anything personal. 

Chris didn’t ask any further questions, 
but I felt, somehow, that I should go on and 
explain to him that Don had been so busy 
studying and getting ahead in the insur- 
ance business, that he never had time for 
the little extras in life. It wasn’t that Don 
didn’t like to “do things” with me, or that 
we didn’t enjoy the same things, it was only 
that he’d never really started into these 
things, and now, he didn’t quite know how. 
or have the interest. 

Besides, there were many organizations 
and affairs—both as far as the business and 
the community were concerned—that occu- 
pied Don’s time, while I spent my time in 
light, gay, foolishness. I don’t know why, 
but I found myself explaining this to Chris, 
over and over again, trying to be sure that 
he would understand Don’s point of view. 

“Listen,” he interrupted, after I was be- 
ginning to get tangled up in my own ex- 
cuses and reasons, “you know you don’t 
have to explain anything to me, Paula, 
either about yourself, or Don. You’re here. 
I really didn’t mean to question you. Let’s 
forget it, and go enjoy some of this light, 
gay foolishness!” 

Chris was so full of fun, that I couldn’t 
help but laugh and agree with him. He was 
good, too, so good that one of the toughest 
leagues had accepted him, even this late in 
the season. I, too, bowled my best that eve- 
ning, and not just because Chris showed 
me some points to improve my game, but 
because I felt so completely relaxed with 
him. 

Afterwards, he drove me home, and 
laughingly teased me about him being my 
regular chauffeur, and that Don wasn’t go- 
ing to like it. I laughed weakly, guiltily, 
because I hadn’t thought of Don in hours. 


COUPLE OF EVENINGS later, when 
Don and I went to a movie, he men- 
tioned about Chris bowling, very casually. 
“TI understand he’s pretty good, Paula,” 
he said. “But you must have seen him. Your 
League bowls the same night.” 
“As a matter of fact I did,” I said, equal- 
ly as casual. “He is quite good.” 


This was followed by silence, because 
frankly I saw no reason for us to talk about 
Chris Burton. 

After a moment, Don said, “Seems to me 
we should be thinking about setting a 
definite date for the wedding.” 

I turned quickly to look at him. Just a 
few months ago I was so eager and en- 
thusiastic about our plans for a life to- 
gether. Now—-what was wrong? What in 
heaven’s name had happened? 

Now, I could only manage to say. “Yes, 
Don, we must—soon.” 

And I was almost glad when the evening 
was over! This was absolute madness, | 
told myself, and for the next several days, 
whenever I was with Don, I did everything 
to show him, and myself, that I was very 
much in love with him. Don was as pleased 
and happy as if we’d just discovered each 
other. What difference did it make that we 
did not have the same tastes and prefer- 
ences, in many things? He was the same 
Don, I was the same Paula. All of our 
friends and families had expected us to 
marry, for a long while now, and that was 
how it was going to be, of course. 

But it wasn’t the same—I couldn’t get a 
crazy, crooked grin out of my mind, and 
ever since the day Chris Burton came to a 
grinding, screeching halt in front of me on 
that motorcycle, nothing had been the 
same. | tried to avoid him at the front office 
and he, seeming to sense this, stayed away 
from me, too. I dropped out of the art class, 
but I couldn’t, I simply couldn’t, give up 
my bowling! Don went with me, of course, 
whenever he wasn’t tied up with clubs, 
civic affairs, or something pertaining to the 
office. 

But of course, there had to come the time 
when I had to see Chris alone. I had just 
about convinced myself that this was an 
absolutely childish little flareup of attrac- 
tion, too. 

It was the last night of the regular bowl- 
ing season. Tournaments were over, and 
Chris’ league had easily taken all the 
prizes. Don had planned to go with me, but 
something came up at the last minute and 
he simply couldn’t. It’s funny how one tiny 
incident can change a whole life. I’ve won- 
dered many times what might have hap- 
pened if Don had gone with me that night. 
but he didn’t, and so— 

When the last ball had rolled down the 
lanes, and the last reluctant goodbye said, 
Chris came over to me saying, with a grin, 
“Looks like I’ll have a chance to be your 
chauffeur again, for the last time in a long 
time.” 

We were both mostly silent during the 
ride home, which was unusual for me, and 
even more unusual for Chris. It wasn’t un- 
til he’d driven up in front of my home, and 
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I] was saying a somewhat stiff “thanks” for 
all his help, that he finally said, “I may go 
to the home office as soon as we've com- 
pleted this project ['m working on now, 
Paula.” 

“Oh. Chris, no!” I said quickly, dismay 
in my voice. 

“You'd care?” he said, very softly. 

We looked at each other, then, and we 
both knew. 

“Chris,” I started to say. but he touched 
my hand, and then we were in each others’ 
arms, and the whole world exploded into 
skyrockets as we kissed. 

I'd heard of it happening like this. but 
I'd never believed it—not until now. Im- 
mediately. though. with the realization of 
how I felt. came the conscience-stricken 
remembering of Don. Without another 
word to Chris, I jumped out of the car and 
ran into the house. Chris didn’t try to fol- 
low, and, as I leaned against the door. sob- 
bing. I heard him drive away. 

I was both wonderfully happy and des- 
perately miserable, and I wished there 
were no tomorrow. What should [I do? If 
there were only someone who could help 
me, someone I could talk to. I knew I 
couldn’t say anything to Mother. because 
she’d pictured me as Mrs. Don Ryder for 
so long that I think she’d forgotten I was 
Paula. too. 

In my room, after having turned the 
photograph of Don face downward on my 
dressing table, I asked myself again and 
again, what should I do? Of course. Chris 
had said he might go to the home office. 
That would be a solution. Then I could go 
on with my plans as if nothing had hap- 
pened. and forget all about him. Forget all 
about him? Not as long as I lived. 


HE NEXT DAY at the office. there were 

rumors and the usual buzzing talk that 
the new man, Chris Burton, was going to 
the home office. It would mean a nice pro- 
motion, but everyone was sorry to hear of 
his leaving. 

“Half the girls in the agency department 
are heartbroken.” Bernice, who had intro- 
duced me to him. told me, “although I 
don’t think anybody ever got to first base 
with him.” 

I didn’t say anything. just looked down 
at my work, 

“You know.” she said after awhile, “I 
sort of thought he was gone on you for 
awhile, there.” 

“Me?” I said in surprise. “Don’t be 
silly.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. and we both 
looked up as Don came through the doors. 
and over to my desk. He, too, told us about 
Chris leaving, and for some reason he 
seemed oddly elated. He couldn’t have 
suspected there was between 
Chris and me, I told myself, because first 
of all, there wasn’t! Only I knew I was 
lying to myself. 

Don told me about the success of the 
project they’d been working on. and Chris’ 
new ideas, 
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“And now that we're finishing it up,” 
Don continued, “I’d appreciate it very 
much if you’d help us out, Paula. Chris is 
it the point where he’ll need the account- 
ing department, and these are policies you 
will be handling.” 

‘Why of course, Don,” I said. smiling. 
I'll be glad to.” 

Down inside, though, I didn’t want to 
work with Chris. I was utterly miserable, 
ind if he was going to go, why didn’t he 


just go! 

Naturallv. though, I did my job as re- 

ired. and Chris and I worked well to- 

ther. Neither of us mentioned the night 
he drove me home from the bowling alley, 

id he was pleasant and cheerful. I en- 
jioved learning about the project, and could 
only aeree with Don and the others that 
Chris had some really revolutionary ideas. 
We even worked late several evenings. with 
no emotional problems on my part. 

Don had given me my ring—a beautiful 
two-carat diamond solitaire, well worth the 
long time he’d planned for it—and Chris 

ongratnlated me enthusiastically. 

[ really thought I'd crushed out any feel- 
ing | had for him, the Saturday morning 
Chris called me at home and asked. avolo- 

etically. if I could help him on the final 
renorts 

I aki eed, 
the momentary qualm I had about going to 
his apartment. 

Chris lived at the Sheldon Arms, a fur- 
nished avartment building where I'd visited 
other friends before. The apartments were 
nice. conservative, and looked pretty much 
alike. Chris was all business, and we 
tarted in right away on the mountain of 

he had to complete. He had the port- 

folios ell in orderly fashion, and together 

really made some headway. Shortly 

noon, the stack was halfway finished. 

It would have taken you forever to do 

alone.” I said, taking a breather. 
Why didn’t you call me in earlier?” 

[ wish | had.” he said. grinning. “You 
sure cut °em down in quick order.” 
went into the kitchen, came back al- 
1ost right away saying. “I’m afraid I’m not 
on cooking. Let’s go out for some 
then come back and finish those.” 
Fine.” I said, picking up my purse. 


of course, and brushed aside 


these 


much 


] } 
iunet 


Gee, I thought, it’s just like we were 
and I'd been used to going along 
him forever. 


\fter lunch, we tackled the remaining 
ios, and worked steadily for several 
ours. To my surprise, the last ones were 
st. and before we’d planned, we had 
i! of the reports completed and typed. 
I’m not very good at thank yous,” Chris 
iid, his dark eyes holding mine, “but this 
time I wish I were. I can’t thank you 
enough, Paula. Not only your bonus, but 
ll recommend you for vice president.” 
We both laughed, breaking the tension. 
When will you be leaving?” I asked. 
The latter part of next week,” he said, 
f everything goes as planned.” 
[ wish you much success.” I said. “But I 


know you'll have it, and you deserve it.” 

“Thank you, Paula,” he said. and he 
looked at me the same way he had looked 
the first day we met. I picked up my purse 
and started to go, but I knew I couldn’t go 
without saying the words goodbye, and I 
just couldn’t say goodbye! Not now—not 
like this. Chris had said nothing, done noth- 
ing. left the mood of the day up to me. 

“Chris—” I said softly, and took a step 
toward him. Then we were in each other’s 
arms, and we were the only two people in 
the world. 


N UCH, MUCH LATER was the time 
: for sorrow and shamed regret. None 
of Chris’ reassurances could make me hate 
myself any the less. 

“You can’t marry Don when you love me. 
Paula,” he said, touching my bare shoul- 
der. “You must come away with me. I can’t 
leave without you. I guess I tried not to let 
this happen— No, that’s not true. I’ve 
wanted you more than anything else in the 
world, since the first time I saw you.” 

“But—but—” I stammered., unable to go 
on. I couldn’t even say what I wanted to 
say, had to say. I couldn’t say Don’s name 
or I'd dissolve in tears, and this was no 
time for tears. Then, sharply in the silence. 
we heard a knock at the door. 

“Who in heaven’s name—!” Chris ex- 
claimed, jumping up. “Just a sec,” he 
called out, then said to me. “Whoever it is, 


il get rid of ’em. You'd better get 
dressed.” 


My heart was thumping like crazy as | 
watched Chris, and in a few moments he 
went out into the living room, closing the 
door behind him. I quickly began to dress. 
feeling very much like a, well, I believe the 
polite name is a ‘lady of the evening’. I 
giggled. 

Then I heard the voice of Chris’ guest. 
and my giggle froze in my throat. It was 


Don! Oh, no, it couldn’t be. [ nearly cried - 


out. Such things just didn’t happen! But it 
was, and now I[ heard his voice clearly as 
they moved around the room outside. 

“thought perhaps you might 
these papers I received this morning.” Don 
was saying, “and [ was in the building so 
[ just stopped by.” 

“Yes. I will need this for my report.” 
Chris answered. “I’m glad you brought it.” 

They talked for a few more minutes as I 
leaned, paralyzed, against the door. Don 
seemed to be going. and I let my breath 
out slowly. 

Then there was a moment of silence, and 
I heard Don say in a strained. cracked 
voice, “Where is she?” 

Chris didn’t answer, and I suddenly real- 
ized Don must have seen something of mine 
—my purse! 

“Where is she?” he said, louder. Then. 
calling, “Paula, I know you're here.” 

I felt cold all over. and more like a fool 
than anything else, or like I was in some 
stupid hero-villain melodrama. Opening 
the bedroom door, I went into the living 
room to face a Don I'd never seen before. 


need 


His face was dark with fury, not toward 
me, but toward Chris. 

Don wasn’t as heavy as Chris, but he was 
backed by righteous indignation and. be- 
fore either of us knew what he was doing. 
Don had leaped across the room and 
landed a most convincing right on Chris’ 
ready and waiting jaw. Chris, caught off 
balance and with a look of surprise on his 
face. crumpled to the floor. I, too, stood 
there in open-mouthed amazement. 

Don straightened his coat and tie, and 
walking over to me, took my hand saying 
only, “Come.” 

“B-but what about Chris?” I asked. look- 
ing back to where he was lying very still on 
the floor. 

“Don’t worry.” Don said drily, “he'll be 
all right. I’m no Joe Louis, you know.” 

I left, then, with Don. having very little 
choice in the matter. During the drive 
home, he said very little. He seemed satis- 
fied he'd done the proper thing, and now | 
supposed he was figuring out ‘what next’. 
He asked me no questions, and strangely 
enough didn’t seem to blame me. Me— | 
was still in shock. He took me home but 
didn’t come in, saying he’d see me later 
that night, as usual. 

Inside. I debated whether or not to call 
Chris and see if he was all right. I found 
myself giggling a little hysterically, as | 
wondered what the proper etiquette of the 
occasion was. Finally, I decided not to 
call, 'd probably hear from him soon. 

Later that evening, by the time Don re- 
turned, he had it all decided. He would 
forgive me—he’d take me back. It was a 
bitter blow to him, but there are many 
bitter blows in life, and we must fit them 
in, ete., ete. I listened to Don talk, the 
soul of wisdom—everything all planned 
correctly, as always, and I began to feel 
that he was “forgiving me” more for the 
sake of family and friends, and what was 
expected, than for my sake. Suddenly, | 
knew what I had to do, no matter what 
else happened, and I saw my way out. 
because Don had always a deep apprecia- 
tien for the grand gesture. 

Slipping off his lovely ring, I placed it 
in his hand and said, with real tears in 
my eyes, “You have been wonderful, Don. 
but I can’t go on after this. You will find 
someone more worthy.” 

“I’m sorry, Paula,” he said gravely. “If 
you ever change your mind—” 

After a few more kindly words, he was 
gone, and to my surprise, I felt gayer. 
lighter, than I had in years. Chris— Chris. 
oh my darling Chris— 


A OF THIS happened five years ago. 
“% I’ve skipped over the part of my moth- 
er’s distress at my broken engagement, the 
surprise and unhappiness of Don’s family. 
and our friends. Chris left for the home 
office. as planned, and three months later 
returned for just the one evening when |] 
quietly became Mrs. Christopher Burton. 
with just family and a few friends present. 

It was a big decision for me. leaving 
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family and friends, but I knew Id have 
to go wherever Chris went. I’ve enjoyed 
big city life. Chris is in his element here. 
He’s made wonderful progress in the busi- 
ness. Just recently, the company president’s 
daughter, a very pretty young girl just re- 
turned from Europe, has been assigned to 
work with Chris on promotion. Cindy’s 
a bubbly, enthusiastic girl, and engaged 
to marry the treasurer of the organization, 
William Stoddard. Sometimes at company 
affairs I attend, I watch them, and wonder. 
Stoddard is a quiet, solid, reliable man, 
devoted to Cindy. Cindy’s very enthusias- 
tic about the company, and her work, and 
Chris— 

She follows him around with adoring 
glances, and thinks his work is “wonder- 
ful!” And Chris? He’s shy, modest, com- 
petent, the soul of gallantry, deferring in 
every way to Stoddard. Chris has a soft 
gentleness for Cindy, and by only a look, 
I know that she is enslaved. Somehow or 
other, the situation rings a bell in my 
mind. So— I watch them and wonder. 
This is how it has always been, and will 
always be, I guess. This is my punishment. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 39) 


kind of rosy cloud in a haze, oblivious of 
the death and destruction falling around 
us. When I came to again, the war was 
over. The peace was signed and the Nur- 
emberg War Crimes trials were about to 
begin. 

Jo and I did get married. But not right 
away. There were too many other things 
to do, too many loose ends to pick up. I 
received the highest honors of France for 
my work with the Free French Army and 
the underground. Jo was busy re-organiz- 
ing his band and I went back to work at 
being the “Toast of Paris,” figuring out 
new dance and song numbers to include in 
my repertoire. 

The years slipped by. Five years after 
he proposed marriage to me in_ that 
bombed-out house while war raged around 
us, Jo and I were married. 

We were not blessed with children of 
our own. We bought a 25-room, 14th cen- 
tury chateau in the Bordeaux section of 
France and began to adopt children of all 
colors and nationalities. We get them when 
they are babies so we can help them grow 
up straight like a tree that is not swayed 
by the winds. 

You know, when you start adopting chil- 
dren it can get out of hand. Before we 
knew it, we had acquired 11 of them, 10 
boys and a girl. 

Our aim is to prove that members of all 
nations can live together in love, peace and 
harmony providing they are given the right 
opportunities. 


THE END 
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| got up. made myself a cup of coffee. It 

while drinking the coffee I realized the 
1an in my dream was only partly Jack. 
For Jack’s eyes had been so brown they 
black. The man in the dreams had 
eyes in a sad pained face! 


TH NEXT SUNDAY was a dreary day. 
\s if spring was a naughty child having 
rying tantrum. It was a fitting end. 

a though to an awful week. There is some- 
ng in the new life of spring that disturbs 

tal patients. As one doctor put it, it’s 

though they can’t be reborn themselves. 

id therefore rebel against the rebirth of 

So when it finally rained on Satur- 
day night the whole staff sighed in relief. 


narure 


The soft patter of rain was like a balm to 
frayed nerves—those of patients and those 
; of staff. Mud would get tracked in, our 
in wn spirits might be deflated by the dreari- 
, ness and drabness of the day. but the 


itients were calm at last. 

| checked everyone, then went over to 
\nn Hayes. She, unlike everyone else in 
1e ward, had been in such a despondent 
state that the most violent outburst had 
ineflectually about her. I touched a 
comb to her smooth. dark hair. I'd had it 
set the day before by one of the aides. 


nroken 


is She still wore the lipstick I'd ordered for 
her. There was more than a hint of lost 
5 heauty about her. Except for the expres- 
A mless eyes and the set mouth, she was 
BI lovely, and it gave me satisfaction 


nowing he would be pleased. Why had I 
orked so hard to have her look pretty? 
| didn’t know. I had to do something to 
please him, and this seemed the only thing 
ithin my realm to do. If I'd put her in a 
hox and tied her with ribbon she couldn't 
have been more of a gift. 
furning back to the window I found my- 
elf tense with worry. What if he didn’t 
come? What if he failed her? And me? 
Was he like so many other relatives? Just 
ometime visitor. Surely not. Not with 
that gentle voice and those soft eyes. And 
it hunch to his shoulders. I shook myself 
What did the hunch of his shoul- 
ders have to do with his coming to see his 
Really. | thought in exasperation. 
I'd worked around here long enough to 


ingril 


better sense! 

But as people kept coming and still he 
lidn’t come. | was disappointed. I'd thought 
different, more understanding. I'd 
even compared him to Jack. I felt tricked. 
and stifly, my head high, I walked into my 

office and shut the door. 
vas outlining a lecture in my mind that 
inted to give all the patients’ relatives 
| dared—when I heard a knock on the 


door. Looking up, I gasped. Howard Hayes 
stood there, grinning at me. 
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No Right To His Love 


(Continued from Page 33) 


“I’m sorry.” he said. It wasn’t a boyish 
grin or an apologetic one. It was one of 
warm greeting and its sincerity won me. 
Even if he hadn’t a good excuse for getting 
here on time to see his wife, I was ready 
to forgive him. 

“T had a flat tire.” he explained as I led 
him into the visitor’s room. “How is Ann 
today? Does she know I’m late?” 

“Who is to say what they know and what 
they don’t know when they are like she is 
now?” [ replied. “Sometimes I think it 
must be like living in a dream that gets 
nightmarish but you never quite wake up. 
I think they are aware of what is going on. 
They just can’t tell what is real and what 
isn’t.” 

“You mean the relief of waking up and 
vetting everything straightened out just 
doesn’t come to them? Is that it?” 

“Yes. But we have to keep trying to 
wake them up. And visitors help.” 

We were beside her, and he stopped with 
a jerk then smiled down at me. “You fixed 
her hair! And put makeup on her. She’d 
be so pleased. She was always a little vain. 
Thank you. Miss—Miss—I don’t know 
your name.” 

“Mrs. Connors. But I'm not that clever 
with my hands. One of the aides did it. I'm 
vlad you're pleased.” 

He touched his wife’s hair gently. strok- 
ing it. his face full of good memories now. 
And I felt [ ought to turn away, but for a 
second he had the same look in his face 
that Jack-had when he held me in his arms. 
Even if he was another woman’s husband. 
and the look was for her, I felt myself 
growing warm in its soft glow. Suddenly 
he looked at me. and I blushed. “It was 
you that thought of doing it though. You 
look like the sort of woman that knows 
what a man wants.” 

It was the most personal thing he had 
said to me. The most personal thing I'd 
let any man say to me in all the waiting 
years. Was it only a second we stood there 
looking into each other’s eyes? Reason tells 
me it was a flick of a second, fancy said it 
was an eternity. 

He broke the spell. “You have a fortu- 
nate husband, Mrs. Connors.” 

“My husband is dead.” I answered quiet- 
ly and turned away. 

Usually when my relief comes on duty | 
go down to the commissary for tea, but that 
day I slipped on my raincoat and walked 
down the puddle filled lane to the river 
that borders the hospital grounds. 

I walked slowly for I was filled with 
memories. Little ones that had hurt so 
much I couldn’t let them come back. Now 
they were crowding into my conscious mind 
like flash pictures of a movie preview. 
There was the day I'd met Jack. He was 


crossing the campus with a group of his 
fraternity brothers and I was coming down 
from the library. We too had stood look- 
ing at each other through a timeless mo- 
ment in which we lived our life times over 
to find the only reason for being was that 
we should finally stand face to face. to 
catch our breath in the wonder of dis- 
covery. To kiss without touching, to say 
without speaking. “I've been waiting for 
you. 

And now a look from another man had 
set me free to recall that lost day. I leaned 
against a wet tree and cried. No, I hadn’t 
cried before. My grief at the loss of Jack 
had been a frozen thing that was now 
thawed into a flood of tears by the warmth 
of another man’s eyes and another man’s 
smile. And should I never see him again. 
should he never return to see his wife an- 
other day, | would always be indebted to 
him for what he had done for, me. All un- 
knowingly, just by looking like Jack when 
he had looked at his own lost love, he had 
set me free to grieve. And though the salt 
from my tears burned in the wounds, there 
was healing too, and when I turned back 
to my quarters I felt the peaceful hope that 
healing brings. 


LL THAT WEEK I was very attentive 
*~* to Ann Hayes and her needs. I had a 
long discussion with her doctor as to how 
we might best help her, and though he 
wasn’t encouraging in having hope for her. 
he made a few suggestions that I followed 
Helping his wife get well 
seemed the only way I could ever repay 
Howard Hayes for what he had done for 
me. 

On Sunday he was actually early. I met 
him in the outside corridor. T wanted to 
talk to him alone anyway. For only that 
morning it seemed she had actually looked 
at me when | gave her her breakfast. It 
wasn’t much, but he had so little to cling to. 

He was really excited when I told him 
and he wanted to rush right in. I shook my 
head. holding him back with my hand. 
“Youre early.” [ laughed. “I'd love to let 
you in but rules. you know.” 

“Early? Now that’s a funny thing. When 
Ann was in that private hospital, I hated 
visiting. Now here I come early. And all 
week [ look forward to Sunday. You make 
me feel so weleome. Like I’m important to 
her, part of the therapy. so to speak.” 

“You are! The most important part. 
Because you are what she has to come back 
to. It must be hard. This illness. So little 
for all the waiting.” 

“Waiting is hard. But admitting she was 
sick was the hardest of all,” he said. “And 
then I wanted to hide her and myself from 
the world. Pretend it wasn’t true. That’s 
why I placed her in a mental ward in a 
private hospital, till I didn’t have a cent 
left. Then I had to start looking at reality. 
She was sick. Just as sick as if she had 
cancer or TB or something else, and I 
wouldn’t have run away from the fact. Now 
I’m not ashamed of her being sick because 


religiously. 
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['m not ashamed of myself anymore. [m 
just a man that married a girl that got sick. 
It could have happened to anybody.” 

“Your wife is lucky to have you.” 

Well. U've got to make up for the shame 
I felt at first. And neglecting her— making 
her wait before I took her to a doctor. It’s 
hard to live with memories like that. So 
[can’t do too much now. But it’s lonely. 
It's worse than if she were dead.” Then he 
looked at me in embarrassment. “~“[’m 
sorry.” he said, taking my hand. holding it. 
“[ shouldn't say than 
death. because I don’t know.” 

[ scarcely heard what he was saying. The 
touch of his hand. that quick impulsive ges- 
ture was like having Jack return. And as if 
he were Jack. I felt drawn to him. as if 
there was no place left to go but into his 
hand reluctantly 


something is worse 


arms. I drew my away. 
stepping back from him. 
“Your wife is waiting. 


I spoke stiffly. 


puzzled expression on his face. 


We 


when I saw 


can go in 
now.” ached 
the hurt. 
But how could [ explain to him that his 
only offense was bringing back a dead 
love? I led him only to the door then rushed 
into my office and picked up the phone and 
dialed Marie. I had to get away. To run 
some place and stand still until [ got back 
my sense of values and of reality. [ mustn’t 
see Howard again that afternoon. 

“Marie? This is Jenny. Could you come 
over and relieve me now? No. No. Noth- 
ing serious. Guess I'm overworked. But 
hurry. Marie.” 

When I left the ward it was without one 
backward glance to where Howard sat si- 
lently beside his wife. staring into space. 
into the blank. empty. waiting future. 

I did another out-of-character thing that 
week. I asked Marie to fix me up with a 
date. 

She looked at me as if she’d just pulled 
the wrappings off a package that had been 
lying around for weeks. “A date. You?” 

“Really.” I said in exasperation. “I guess 
[have a right to go on a date. [’'m human.” 

“Yes. I know. But when did you dis- 
cover it?” 

But when I danced with the young doctor 


Marie’s intern brought along for me, and 
when I let him kiss me at the door, | 


thought of the touch of Howard’s hand, 
the real concern in his voice, and when I 
stretched out on the bed that night I went 

sleep wondering what Howard’s lips 
would be like. Would they be gentle. seek- 
And should he ever hold me would I 
just as 


ing? 
want to give myself, all of myself, 
I had longed to give myself to Jack, 
never had? Was I doomed just to want all 
my life? To never know the fulfillment of 
love? 


and 


awakened 
foolish 


HE NEXT MORNING, I 

determined I'd had enough 
thoughts to Jast for one life time. 
to work, telling myself I wouldn’t think of 
Howard at all. Just of his wife. who still 
needed me. 


The doctor 


| went 


stopped me as he 





left the 
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‘‘Perfect Make-Up Base for Oily Skin” 


“Greasy foundation creams and 
make-up bases gave me a real 
problem. Everything I tried caused 
my make-up to smear, but when I 
switched to Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as my make-up 
base, my problems were over.” 


Chn0eTht Volker 


Cleveland, Ohio 












If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times—without bothersome retouching. 
© Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 
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figure...? 
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rd. nodding in Ann’s direction. “Keep 
ip the good work, Jenny. I think we might 
just reach her one of these days. And even 
if we don’t. you'll deserve a medal for try- 
ing 

She did not sit as stifly as before, and 

he obeyed spoken commands. By Sunday 
| was in a high state of anticipation. 
And you only want to see her husband 
tell him she’s improved? You sure of 
th Jenny?” Marie asked at breakfast. 

Or are you waiting for him yourself?” 

Marie! He’s a married man.” 

\arie shrugged. “You know where feed- 

yourself lines like that and believing 
hem gets you, don’t you? Into that ward 
ut there. and not in a white uniform.” 

“Youre imagining things, Marie.” 

{m I, Jenny? I sure hope so.” 

When Howard came he walked directly 

» me. Marie was on with me. She shot 
me a reproachful look over her shoulder 
ind walked into the ward. 

[ felt no guilt. Only joy at seeing him 
igain. He took my hand and this time I 
let him hold it. 

[ hurt you last week by talking so care- 
lessly. I looked for you afterward to apolo- 
size, but you were gone. Will you accept 

1y apology now?” 

“You didn’t hurt me. It was just that 
ou reminded me of—of something.” 

He was the one that left early that day. 
When I went into the visitor’s room to let 
him know his time was at an end, he was 
gone. I couldn’t deny. even to myself that 
[ was disappointed. 

When the relief took over I wandered 
dejectedly down to the commissary. I 
lidn’t look about me. I sat down at my 
usual place and ordered tea. When I felt 
omeone standing beside me I thought it 
was the waitress with my order. I fairly 
hook when I heard a deep voice say. “May 


[ join you?” 

[ couldn’t speak. I was too taken by sur- 
prise. But I must have nodded for he sat 
dow! 

We talked. I told him mental illness was 
worse than death, for no matter how sheck- 


ing or sudden death might be. it has a 
finality 

Death forces you to pick up the pieces 
of life and go on. It takes awhile, but you 
finally get to that point. But with you, 
when you have someone ill like your wife, 
it’s like an unending crisis of waiting and 
hoping. There can’t be a new beginning 
until and if health returns.” 

Maybe.” he answered, his eyes full upon 
ne, sending my blood like liquid flame 
through me. “But to me it’s love that gives 
life and hope and new beginnings. And 


makes a patient man impatient. Anyone 


can wait when there is nothing to wait for. 
[t takes maturity to wait in patience when 
there is someone at last that you want.” 

How still the room was, with only the 
hungry look in our eyes touching. Now I 
knew that the penetrating way his eyes had 
of going in me stemmed from a keen, ana- 
lytical mind whose very sharpness was 
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clean and revealing. like a freshly washed 
pane of glass. I began to tremble, for how 
could those eyes of his look into mine and 
not discover what I was really feeling? 

Suddenly he reached out and took my 
hand. His was warm and big and firm. “TI 
reminded you of someone, didn’t 1?” 

IT nodded. 

“Tt was all right as long as I just recalled 
someone to you.” His hand tightened. “But 
you see me now, not a memory. I know. 
Because you reminded me of a dream at 
first. But now a dream is not enough. 
You've made me impatient.” 

He took my other hand, locking our fin- 
gers together as he bent close to me across 
the table. “I'm going. While I still have 
reason.” 

Pulling our hands apart was like sepa- 
rating two pieces of ore that had been 
melted together. He stood up then paused 
beside me and gripped my shoulder with 
his hand. “And I wanted to tell you all 
about myself. Of every dream and hope. 
Even my secret sins I’ve shared with no 
one. Don’t look at me with all that love. I 
haven't anything to give you but myself. 
And disgrace. I should think about what it 
will do to you. But I can’t. I won't hide 
another woman. Yet all I can think of is 
I want you, Jenny.” 

He was gone. But not before he’d taken 
part of me with him. My heart. 

One thought persisted after he was gone. 
I had been cheated of love once. I wouldn’t 
be again. I rushed out of the commissary 
without paying my check, running down 
the long corridors to the outside and into 
the spring twilight, a gray-purple twilight 
with the rain patting softly through it like 
silver droplets. The parking lot where I 
knew he’d gone seemed far away. and the 
soft, wet earth held me back. I ran from 
reason and reality toward him and a love 
I mustn’t lose at any cost. 

I saw him just as he reached the parking 
lot. 

“Howard,” I cried out, because if he dis- 
appeared among the cars, I would never 
have found him. 

He stopped, turned. “Jenny! You 
shouldn't. You shouldn’t have followed 
me.” But he took my hands, then drew 
me into his arms, lifting my face to his so 
that the rain fell against me. into my eyes. 
against my mouth. 

“T don’t care what happens,” I cried. “I 
want you too. All of me. This way. Any- 
way. Don’t send me away.” 

“Jenny, Jenny. I want to offer you the 
world all wrapped in sunlight, with noth- 
ing to hide or no one to hide from. You 
don’t know what you’re doing. And I 
haven’t the strength to send you away. I’m 
tired of losing too.” 

The sky grew silver-black, as if it re- 
flected a light shining against its glowing 
blackness. And Howard seemed a part of 
the night as he bent above me. When his 
lips touched mine I felt myself melt and 
flow about him, until I had no existence ex- 
cept the part of me that touched him. But 


most of all I knew I no longer had to wait 
for love. It was here. it would be fulfilled 
in this man’s arms. 


E WERE TOGETHER as long and as 

often as our work permitted. I'd 
dreamt of what love between a man and 
woman would be like. but I learned in his 
arms that it was a precious gift given and 
received. It was being given new eyes to 
see with, new ears for hearing, new hands 
for touch, new lips for singing, and heart 
that had now understanding for all God’s 
creatures. With me or away from me, he 
had colored my life with bright new col- 
ors that had never existed until he came 
my way. And my only regret was that ] 
had only myself to give back in return, and 
my only wonder that he found this gift 
sufficient. 

And Ann? What did I feel for her, the 
lost one of God’s creatures? Love may 
open your eyes, but guilt puts blinders on 
you. So I never let myself really look at 
Ann again. I sinned against her, but |] 
thought I could pay my penitence by serv- 
ing her. So I tended her constantly, with 
an almost religious fervor. And she began 
to respond. Slowly as a plant grows. Her 
body was more relaxed, her eyes not so 
glassy. She began to feed herself, then 
dress, and now and then ask for a drink of 
water or for food. Then one day she asked 
where she was. Several days later, she 
asked if her husband knew she was here. 

The nurse in me rejoiced at her gains. 
The woman wept. Would she remain ra- 
tional long enough for Howard to see her 
on visiting day? I couldn’t tell him about 
the change when I met him. But he knew 
something was the matter. 

“Jenny, can’t you tell me why you are so 
silent? Why, you look at me as if you 
didn’t expect me to return. I love you 
Jenny. Nothing can change that.” 

Only. Ann’s return, 1 thought,. holding 
him closer, denying to him that anything 
troubled me. 

Ann kept making gains. On Sunday 
though when I took her her breakfast, she 
suddenly threw it on the floor and whirled 
on me. 

“She’s poisoning me! She’s poisoning 
me! Don’t let her near me.” 

One of the aides came running in and 
quieted Ann down, but we finally had to 
call a doctor to give her a sedative. She 
was asleep when Howard came. 

When he came to the ward, I took him 
into the office and told him briefly what had 
happened. 

He sighed. “She used to accuse me ol 
the same thing. And she’s very clever at 
these times. She seemed to be able to read 
people’s thoughts. And sometimes I think 
she actually remembers things she has seen 
when she’s been withdrawn.” 

I led him into the room where she lay 
sleeping. Looking at her, I thought of the 
many days Howard and I had walked into 
the room together, looking at each other, 
unable to keep our feeling from showing. 
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Had Ann noticed, for all she sat there with 
her eyes blank and unresponsive? I shiv- 
ered, a little afraid. Patients rarely at- 
tacked the staff. But it had happened, and 
it was a prospect I couldn’t afford to ignore. 


LL THE FOLLOWING WEEK Ann re- 

mained responsive. She was far from 
being well, but that she had some touch 
with reality, distorted as it might be, was 
nothing short of a miracle. She remained 
very hostile to me, and the doctor suggested 
that perhaps I should stay away from her 
as much as possible. 

But even had he not made the suggestion 
[ would have kept a wide berth between 
me and Howard’s wife. But it wasn’t fear 
alone that made me feel this way. She was 
now a reality I didn’t want to face oftener 
than necessary. For it was during that 
week that I realized I was to have Howard’s 
child. And now a time that should have 
been filled with joy and contentment was 
one of fear and guilt. 

How was I to tell him? What would he 
do? What could he do? I didn’t doubt for 
a moment that he truly loved me, or that he 
wouldn’t want this child. But what could 
he do? Run away with me. Take me into 
the shadows he’d talked about and hide 
me? Was our love that was so wonderful 
doomed to be a thing of shame and regret? 

That week was a nightmare. Howard 
had to work nights and I days, and we had 
only brief telephone contacts. I kept pray- 
ing a miracle would happen, but the only 
miraculous thing was Ann’s continued re- 
covery. 

I couldn’t eat or sleep. I lost weight, 
and I was short-tempered even with Marie, 
who never before had irritated me. She 
said my eyes looked like burnt holes in a 
blanket and that I ought to see a doctor. 
I told her to mind her own business, and I 
grabbed my coat and walked out in the 
rain. I headed straight for the river, where 
pleasant memories could make Howard 
real for me. And standing along its swol- 
len edge, I saw a picture of my own body 
in months ahead. This was something I 
could not face alone. I needed him—more 
than she did. For I was to have his child. 
I must have him or destroy myself. 

I knew what it was like to become so 
frightened you could think such thoughts. 
But I couldn’t destroy myself as long as I 
had love. Was that the secret then of life? 
Love? Didn’t I have more right to his love 
than she did? Didn’t having his child give 
me that right? And once more I leaned 
against a tree and wept. This time for joy. 
For the solution had been with me all the 
time. Within me. His child. Of course 
he’d choose me. He’d have to. For the 
child. 


UNDAY the world had changed from 
spring to summer. The leaves were full- 
sized overnight, the air was lazy, warm. I 
went on duty, my heart light as the fleecy 
clouds in the blue-blue sky. After visiting 
hours I would tell him. I would see the joy 


of creation in his eyes. I would feel thanks- 
giving in the circle of his arms. Then to- 
gether we would plan for the future. And 
how glorious was my future that morning. 
How attainable. How worth the darkness 
and the hiding and the waiting in the past. 

The patients were all in the visiting room 
when I took charge. I was actually hum- 
ming when I went in to see that everything 
was in order. 

I checked Ann the last. I had to touch 
her shoulder to make her turn around. 

“Hello, Ann,” I said softly, with only a 
twinge of guilt. 

She looked at me. 
you.” 

I ignored her, and drew from my pocket 
a tube of lipstick and a mirror. “Come on, 
Ann. Let’s pretty up for your husband. 
He’ll soon be here.” 

She whirled on me, crashing the lipstick 
and mirror to the floor. “You—you—you 
husband stealer! Get out before I kill 
you!” 

There was a dead silence in the room. 
One of the other nurses rushed over, draw- 
ing Ann gently into her arms. Everyone, 
nurses, aides, patients, stood in a circle 
about us; rows of accusing eyes. Had I 
been so lost in love that I hadn’t noticed 
this coldness of others, their strained po- 
liteness? 

“She’s just sick,” one of the nurses of- 
fered lamely in a small voice. 

I looked at Ann. At the wild, accusing 
eyes. The distraught child-like face. “No, 
no. She’s right. Forgive me.” And I turned 
and walked away. She was more helpless 
than my unborn baby. I could not hurt her. 

Howard never had a chance to choose. I 
never told him of the baby.-I only told him 
it was best I leave for awhile, now that 
Ann was better. He let me go only with the 
promise that I would let him know where 
I was. And that we would meet again. 

And perhaps I shall meet him again—in 
the shadows, the only place we can ever 
meet. We live as outcasts in our separate 
worlds. Are there days for him, too, when 
he cannot stand the coldness of others, the 
whispers, the excuses when friends ask to 
call? 

And I wonder in my loneliness whose is 
the greater sin: Howard’s and mine, when 
we defied the code of society and took our 
love prematurely? Or is it society that sits 
in judgment upon us, condemning us be- 
fore we have been able to tell them of our 
love, so bittersweet. I do not know. I know 
only that I am lonely, that I live only be- 
cause I have known the love of a man that 
love remembered in the form of a child 
lifts my head in pride and puts courage in 
my step. 

Surely the God who made us what we 
are, with the need for love, understands. 
He must for He has given me the courage 
and the strength and the hope to wait for 
a love that may never be again except as 
it lives in the laughter of one small child. 


THE END 


I hate 


“Go away. 
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POEMS Wanted 


Popular, Rock & Roll, Country & FOR 
Western, and Sacred Poems need- 
ed AT ONCE! Send YOUR POEMS 
today for prompt FREE EXAMI- 
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6145 ACKLEN STATION, NASHVILLE, TENN. 
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P. O. Box 1045, Fargo, North Dakota 
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Brook Benton 


(Continued from Page 19) 


from being cocky or braggadocios, Ben- 


ton has always been confident of his talent, 
ind sang whenever he had an opportunity 
because it gave him pleasure to entertain 
othe 

Benton dislikes being referred to as an- 


other King Cole or Johnny Mathis. “I want 

make it on my own. There is room 
enough for all of us out here and I’m not 
trying to get it all.” After It’s Just A Mat- 
ter Of Time skyrocketed him to the top of 
the Tin Pan Alley heap on record charts 
and dise jockey polls all over the nation. 
Brook followed up the success with hit 
ifter hit. including So Close, Thank You 


Pretty Baby and Endlessly. 

The bold new singer also appeared in the 
Paramount picture, Mr. Rock and Roll. 
ind began making the first of repeated 
guest appearances on TV’s Ed Sullivan 
Show, where he received his gold record 


for the million record sales of It’s Just A 
Vatter Of Time. Demands for Benton’s ap- 
pearances began pouring in from all over 
the nation and world. Now on a tour of cafe 
and theater dates, he has trips waiting in 
England and Jamaica as soon as he can 
get a chance to fill them. 
hroughout the increased dizzy pace. 
srook Benton, the man, alias Benjamin 
Peay, the man, has kept his same easy go- 
ing pace. Waiting in the wings to go on 
he is a keen observer of the support- 
icts to make certain everything sur- 


stage 


ing 
rounding the show is perfect. Brook feels 
that no entertainer should ever compromise 
his performance, and should insist that all 
cts come up to par at all times. 


On stage he has the relaxed air of Billy 
Eckstine, the energy of Joe Williams and 
the polish of Billy Daniels. Like all artists 
who enjoy their work, Brook will sing 
whatever the audience calls for, joke with 


the crowd and give an admiring teen-ager 
a thrill by pulling her into his arms and 


dancing on the stage. 

Backstage, Benton clasps the hands of 
supporting cast members after the show, 
pushes his way nonchalantly through a host 
of admirers and begins taking off the dap- 
pel tage dress so he can change into a 
ontinental suit with Italian shoes. 
“J don’t like some of these suits, but I have 
to wear them to look the part,” he shrugs. 
croup of pretty girls stand outside the 
door whenever Brook emerges, and he auto- 
matically begins signing their outstretched 
iph forms. 

There’s a joke and a quip with every 
Brook appears to thoroughly enjoy 
every moment as if he were with the boys 
corner. “Aren't you tired?” asks 
somebody in the crowd. The singer who has 
been performing for 12 hours gives—“At 

4 should see us at the 


iutog 


iction 


on the 


five I vs you 


Apollo. Seven shows a day—and I have to 
work this hard for everyone of them—Naw, 
I like it man. If these people are that hap- 
py to see me, I’m that happy to be here.” 

Piling into their Oldsmobile — station 
wagon. his retinue heads for a nearby hotel 
where Brook will change into sport clothes, 
drink a quart of tomato juice and read or 
joke with his valet. Sam, and a few other 
fans who follow him like an idol. 

No night is usually complete without a 
call home to his wife and children and ever 
so often he takes a break in his schedule 
to go home to the family and kids for a 
few quiet days. “I don’t like to do anything 





My Ideal 


Make him fond, 
And make him true; 
Handsome and tall— 
Say, six feet two. 


Make him gallant. 
And sweet and gay, 
And who cares what’s 
His monthly pay. 


Cupid, heed 

This heartfelt sign— 
If you see him, 
Make him mine! 


—Pauline Booker 





on these days but play with the family and 
shoot my .45 out in the yard,” he says. “I 
don’t even answer the telephone.” 

His .45 is a toy beebee gun “that can’t 
hurt you if you make a mistake.” His four- 
year-old son, Junior, has a Western Fron- 
tier rifle with which he can almost outdraw 
his old man as they practice in the back- 
yard of their basement rathskeller. 

Mrs. Mary Peay (Mrs. Brook Benton) 
talks of her husband with pride as she 
describes being the wife of a national sing- 
ing idol. An understanding mate who over- 
looks the flock of teen-age admirers who 
surround her husband, she says: “I know 
fans are a part of his business and think 
that he should do all he can to keep them.” 
She shows as much as pride in Brook the 
family man as she does in Brook Benton 
the singer. 

“The kids are all over him as soon as he 
hits the front door,” says Mary, who mar- 
ried Brook when he was seventeen. The 


couple met while Brook was practicing at 
a rehearsal hall where Mary was working. 
“She didn’t pay any attention to me at first 
—like I was any other fellow,” he remem- 
bers. “Then, I began teasing her and finally 
she began noticing my singing.” Their 
early dates included going to hear other 
singers and taking long walks in Central 
Park. After miles of such walks, she be- 
came Mrs. Peay and “never doubted his 
success.” 

The Bentons live in a $50,000 home in 
St. Albans, N. Y. with Brook’s mother. 
Mattie Peay. and his father, Willie, reg- 
ular visitors. So are his four sisters and 
brother. He thinks Count Basie and Rose 
Morgan live in the neighborhood, but he 
isn’t sure. “I don’t know too many of my 
neighbors. I never get a chance to see 
them.” 

An attractive brownskinned North Caro- 
lina girl, Mrs. Benton is the ideal comple- 
ment for her successful husband. She re- 
mains in the background with their three 
children unless Brook insists that she join 
him on the road for a short period. “When 
he spends two or three weeks in Hollywood 
or Washington, I usually go for a week. 
. .. The last time I went down to Wash- 
ington for a couple of days, but Brook kept 
talking until I stayed five.” 

Talking is another Benton talent. A nat- 
ural master of ceremonies, he can easily 
keep an audience regaled with jokes, mim- 
icry or impersonations, but he prefers to 
keep all of his talents, other than singing. 
at home. Recently however, his managers 
have expanded his nightclub act to include 
a full skit of his talents. If Brook is to be- 
come an outstanding single attraction he 
must make use of all his talent—and he has 
plenty. 

After six years of beating out tunes in- 
side delivery trucks, one night stands in 
tank towns and doing 50 shows a week be- 
fore hitting the plush cafe society circuit. 
Benton, associates say, is still the same 
warm-hearted guy who would rather sing 
than eat. He and Mary still take strolls in 
St. Albans Park. His mother and children 
still jump into the surburban wagon for 
countryside drives whenever Brook is in 
town. And the family still attend the Geth- 
semane Baptist Church up in Harlem. 

Although Brook is incorporating his 
singing and song writing operations into 
one big corporation, expanding his night- 
club act into a sophisticated cafe society 
routine and dickering for top movie and 
television appearances, he still prefers 
hanging out with old cronies he met in his 
barnstorming days. The former $75 a week 
truck driver, who is now making $15,000 
weekly, says: “I always was a fellow who 
could live on what I could afford. When I 
wasn’t doing too well, people didn’t expect 
me to have expensive clothes and a Cadil- 
lac, and I didn’t miss ’em. Now that I’m 
doing better, they expect me to live a little 
flashier—and I can go along with that, too. 
All I want to do is keep singing.” 

Success hasn’t spoiled Brook Benton. 
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Blueberry Recipes 


(Continued from Page 47) 


Blueberries and Angel Cake 
Combine 2 cups blueberries with %4 cup 
sugar. Whip 1 cup heavy cream. Slice 1 
large angel cake in halves, horizontally. 
Spread a layer of whipped cream over bot- 
tom half of cake. Top with blueberries. 
Replace top layer. Fill center of cake with 
remaining blueberries and top with swirls 

of whipped cream. 

Blueberry, Peach and Avocado 

Bowl 
Combine 1 cup water with Y cup sugar. 
Boil 5 minutes to make a simple syrup. 
Chill. In serving dish combine 2 cups 
fresh blueberries (drain berries if canned 
ones are used), 3 fresh peaches, halved, 
and 1 avocado, peeled and sliced. Pour 
juice of one-half lemon over fruit; and 
add chilled syrup and serve at once. 
Blueberry Marble Pie 
Sprinkle 1 cup sugar over 1 quart blue- 
berries. Set aside for Y% hour. Reserve 
14 cup berries and juice. in saucepan com- 
bine blueberries with 4 tbsp. flour and 14% 
tsp. lemon juice. Cook over medium heat 
until liquid has thickened. Stir but be 
careful not to bruise berries. Set aside to 
cool thoroughly. Make crumb crust by 
combining 1 cup fine graham cracker 
crumbs with 3 tbsp. melted butter. Press 
mixture on bottom and sides of lightly but- 
tered pie pan. Chill. Pour cooled blue- 
berry mixture into crust. Whip 1 cup 
heavy cream, add 3 tbsp. sugar. Spread 
cream over pie, swirl with remaining blue- 
berry liquid and top with blueberries. Pie 
may be frozen. Serve chilled. 

Blueberry Apricot Cobbler 
Place 2 cups blueberries and 2 cups 
apricots (drain if canned), in a one 
dish. Combine Y% cup sugar with 2 tbsp. 
tapioca, and sprinkle over fruit. To make 
topping, sift together 1% cups flour, 14 
cup sugar, 2 tsp. baking powder and \%4 
tsp. salt. Cut in %4 cup shortening until 
mixture resembles corn meal. Stir in Ys 
cup milk and 1 slightly beaten egg. Mix, 
and shape dough into a ball. Turn out on 
lightly floured board. Roll into rectangle 
to fit baking dish. Place over fruit. Brush 
lightly with milk. Bake in moderate 350° F. 
oven 35-40 minutes. Serve warm with 

cream, 

Blueberry Macaroon Tarts 
Combine 114 tbsp. cornstarch with Y cup 
sugar and % cup water. Add 3 cups 
drained or fresh blueberries and 1 tbsp. 
butter. Cook and stir over medium heat 
until mixture is thickened and clear. Cool 
slightly. Meanwhile, combine 1 3-0z. pkg. 
cream cheese and 6 thsp. prepared maca- 
roon mix. Make tart shells according to 
Javorite pastry recipe. Cool, fill with blue- 
berry mixture and top with macaroon 

mixture, 
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1. Mix capsule contents 


and liquid. 

2. Apply to hair with 
applicator. 

3. Let develop... then 
shampoo. 


ep LA RIEUSE 
Haircolor 


have hair as rich and natural-looking 
as the professional model shown here! One 
hour and Godefroy’s Larieuse brings back 
youth to drab, over-processed or graying hair. 
It’s easy to use... mo extra purchases needed. 
Get long-lasting Godefroy’s Larieuse now! 


GODEFROY MFG. CO. « 3510 Olive St. « St. Louis, Mo. 
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NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
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NORDYKE Music Publishers 
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Kees. 

Naturally Healthy Normal Hair GROWS from 
the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 
matural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL iis such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
an ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
many DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
CRIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
annoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
strength tar formula. Write for this DOCTOR’S 
GENUINE SCALP FORMULA now. It will be 
sent to you all mixed and ready to use. USE 
{IT FOR 7 DAYS, and if you are not satisfied, 
your money back. Pay only $1.59 on delivery. 
This includes everything. Don’t pay a penny 
more. You get it with full directions. Use the 
finest MEDICATED SCALP FORMULA your 
money can buy. Your hair and scalp deserve 
fine care. Just send your name and address 
to—GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC. 
Dept. YC-5, Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N. Y. 
NOTE:- THIS FORMULA earries a 100% 
written money back guarantee. 
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I Can’t Have Your Baby 


(Continued from Page 29) 


1 few daydreams about marriage. We had 
uch good times together. 

[ liked the new freedom I had, especially 
having my own money. Every week I'd buy 
something for the house or for one of the 
kids. On this particular Friday night, I 
came home with a new print dress for 
\Miom. I thought she might appreciate a 
chance to change out of her darned old 
housecoat. 

[ remember how Mom had just smiled, 
said it was nice, and hung it away in the 
closet. She never even tried it on. Dad 
called me aside after dinner and told me— 
\lom was going to have another baby! 

I guess we should have told you before, 
Lora,” he apologized, “but your mother 
said not to for a while yet.” 

[ listened to him in stunned silence. 

the doctor said this time might be 
hard on her,” he continued, “so we can’t 
let anything happen to her. She'll need 
vaiting on and—” 

Essie can do it,” I said grimly. “I’m 
going to start night school next month.” 

Dad shook his head wearily. “No, we’ve 
got to arrange something else—can’t count 
on Essie now,” he mumbled. 

Well, I'd like to know why not!” I said 
ingrily, looking around for Essie. “Is she 
oo good all of a sudden to do what I’ve 
been doing all my life?” 

‘Essie’s gone.” 

Gone?” 

She left home to get married,” Dad 
xplained. “It’s that boy in the Navy she’s 


been going out with.” 
‘Oh, no!” All the heartbreak and de- 
spair washed over me and it was too much 


to bear. At the kitchen table I buried my 
head in my arms and cried. I hate to admit 
it, but I wasn’t thinking of Mom and her 
ipproaching ordeal. It was the sacrifices 
[ knew I'd have to make, the drudgery 
ihead for me that had me in tears. Dad 
tried to comfort me, stroking my hair with 
his work-worn hand, and I cried harder. 

“Do I have to quit work right now?” I 
isked finally. 

“No, not for a while, I guess.” Dad was 
genuinely sorry, but I was too hurt and too 
bitter to care about anyone else. “If only 
Essie had waited . . .” he murmured, then 
he turned to pick up one of the kids who 
ran up and he seemed to forget me alto- 
gether 

“How'd you like a new baby brother?” 
he asked Junior, swinging him high in the 
i1T 

And the bitterness in my heart turned 
into a lump as heavy as lead as the whole 
house turned into an uproar at the news of 
the new arrival to come. All I could think 
of was the clothes I'd no longer be able to 
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buy, the dates I would have to miss. 
Mom? I think I actually hated her then. 
It gave me a sense of satisfaction thinking 
of how I'd take her dress the next day and 
get a refund. It served her right! We'd 
need those few dollars to help pay bills. 


WORKED the next few months, hurry- 

ing home afterwards to fix dinner for 
the kids and take care of Mom. In the 
mornings, I’d drag myself out of bed, make 
breakfast for the family, get the kids 
started off to school, then go to work. There 
seemed to be no end to the chores at home. 

My social life was ruined. I was ashamed 
to tell my friends the real reason I had no 
time to go out with them, so I just avoided 
them. After phoning a few times, begging 
me to go out with him, the boy I'd been 
dating stopped calling. 

Once, one Saturday night, when the kids 
were out front playing and Dad was snooz- 
ing in front of the TV set, Mom said, 
“Lora, you’re staying at home on account 
of me.” She sounded sincerely regretful 
and I fought down the desire to shoot back 
with, “Are you just now finding that out?” 

Instead, I said, “It doesn’t matter any 
more.” : 

As much as we were together all the 
time, Mom seemed to find it hard to talk 
to me. “It’s just for a few months, Lora,” 
she said. “When you’re young time seems 
so important, but when you get my age 
you'll be surprised to find how fast it goes 
by.” She sighed. “There’s not much you 
can do about the way the Lord arranges 
things .. .” 

The Lord didn’t give you that baby! I 
thought resentfully. But I swallowed hard 
and went back to the shorthand book I was 
studying. Not that my prospects of going 
back to school were very bright at that 
point, but I clung to the faint hope that I'd 
eventually manage it. I guess if ’'d known 
what lay ahead I’d have tossed the book 
out the window—and myself right after it! 

The weeks dragged on, and I watched 
Mom anxiously. But not because I was 
worried about the baby. I actually got to 
hoping there’d be an accident and Mom 
wouldn’t have to go through with it. Not 
all of my concern was selfish; for the first 
time it was clear that my mother would 
actually have a hard time. She looked so 
tired all the time, and her movements be- 
came slower and slower. 

Then one evening when Mom and the 
kids were in bed, Dad stayed up to talk 
with me. “Lora, if your mother goes to the 
hospital this week you'll have to lay off 
your job. You know we can’t afford to hire 
somebody to come in.” 

No, I thought bitterly, but / can be a 


housekeeper; a ready-made servant! The 
next time the doctor came to look at Mom, 
I got an even bigger disappointment. He 
told me that after the baby came, Mom 
would be confined to bed for a long time. 
There was no telling when I'd be able to 
go back to work. 

I stared at him. Sure, I loved Mom and 
felt sorry for her. I'd do anything for her. 
Hadn't I proved that? For her—but not 
for the baby! 

I suppose it was right then that I began 
to hate the baby. I knew it was unreason- 
able, but all my resentment was focused 
on the one thing that was making my life 
so wretched. It didn’t matter that it wasn’t 
the baby’s fault. Just the thought of it, and 
hate clenched inside me like a fist. 


HE NEXT FEW WEEKS of waiting 

were pure hell. Mom had to be waited 
on hand and foot, and each time her whiny 
voice called out to me, my loathing for the 
baby inside her increased. Finally, in a 
rush of events that were so hectic it’s hard 
for me to recall them even now, Mom was 
rushed to the hospital. She suffered horri- 
bly in labor and at last the baby was born. 

When we went to the hospital to see 
Mom and the baby, the kids seemed to 
think something wonderful had happened. 
They looked at the writhing bit of human- 
ity in wonder and awe. I could barely 
stand the sight of it. To me, the baby was 
not a new person, but another stumbling 
block in my path. 

After ten days Dad brought Mom home. 
The new brother was deposited in a big 
clothes basket near Mom’s bed, and the 
kids would come in and peek at it shyly, 
playing with it when they got the chance. 
But when it started crying, I was the one 
they called. It was always something—my 
mother’s tired voice: “Lora, it’s time to 
feed the baby.” or the kids’ excited giggles: 
“Oooh, look what he’s done now! Lora, 
you better come quick!” 

I was in no fit frame of mind to care for 
a helpless little baby. I followed the sched- 
ule as best I could, at the same time keep- 
ing an eye on the older kids. I felt like an 
old woman; I hadn’t been to a hairdresser 
in ages and all I wore were cotton dresses 
that were almost as bad as Mom’s infernal 
housecoats. 

Time passed and Mom didn’t seem to be 
getting any stronger. At least, she made 
no move to take some of the work off my 
shoulders. Even after she was up and 
around, she left the care and feeding of the 
baby up to me. I guess I would have gone 
on, uncomplaining and swallowing my re- 
sentment, being a household servant if 
Essie hadn’t unexpectedly come home. 

Not only was she pregnant, but she was 
alone! You’d have thought she was a queen 
or something the way Mom rushed to help 
her into a chair, telling her how much we 
all missed her. 

“Where’s Joe?” I asked Essie, breaking 
in on Mom’s excited babbling. 

“Oh, that old so-and-so!” she burst out. 
“We had a fight and I left him in San Diego 
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where he’s stationed. I told him I was 
coming home where I could get some con- 
sideration when I have my baby.” 

“And you're so right, honey!” Mom 
gushed. “You did the right thing. We'll 
take care of you. We'll—” 

“What we?” I demanded. 

Mom looked surprised. “Why, you . . . 
me... all of us, Lora.” 

“All of you, you mean!” [ snapped. “I'm 
fed up! I’ve been up to my hips in babies 
all my life and I'll be damned if I intend to 
go through that again!” 

Essie burst into tears and Mom started 
scolding and I started yelling. It ended 
when I announced that I was leaving. I’d 
said some mean things during the argu- 
ment, things I bitterly regretted because 
they were aimed, not at Mom and Essie, 
but at babies. But when I stormed out of 
the house I felt that a great load had sud- 
denly slipped off my back. For the first 
time I could remember, I felt human again. 

It took me a couple of weeks to find a job 
and a place to live. and meanwhile I 
watched Mom hover over Essie, waiting on 
her and doing all the things she’d always 
been unable to do for herself. Mom was 
so excited about becoming a grandmother 
she not only took care of her own baby, but 
babied Essie too. It made me sick to watch 
the two of them whispering together as if 
they had a secret I could never share. I 
was glad when I finally left .. . 


OW, as I lay on the bed on the other 
~ * side of Roger’s soundly sleeping form. 
I wondered how I'd ever be able to tell him 
all this. I realized fully that my attitude 
towards motherhood had been twisted and 
warped by my miserable life at home, yet 
how could I make him see that? And what 
good would it do, anyway? He’d only tell 
me that things would be different than they 
were then for me. 

But my feelings were too bitter, too col- 
ored by the seamy side of life. to change 
just because my husband could afford dia- 
per service and even a girl to come in once 
a week to clean for us. I just didn’t want 
to have a baby. It was as plain and simple 
as that. 

Oh, I tried to think of the positive side 
of things that long. lonely night. I recalled 
the pride with which my father welcomed 
all his children, the love he lavished on us. 
I knew that becoming a father was im- 
portant to a man—but I also knew that it 
was women who had the babies. 

Even my wholehearted love for Roger 
could not cut through the bitterness and 
resentment that had been built up over the 
years. And I did love him. More than life 
itself. Roger had come along at a time 
when I was lost and lonely and desperate 
for a friend. 

He was a teacher of mechanics at the 
industrial high school, where I got a job as 
office clerk. He came bursting into the 
office waving a list of supplies I had typed 
out a few days before. “Look here, young 
lady.” Roger had begun, striding over to 


my desk. “my students can’t do their work 
without these supplies. IT put ‘rush’ on this 
order and—” 

I swung around in my chair to face him, 
and when he saw me he halted and looked 


embarrassed. “Yes. Mr. Evans?” I asked 
coolly. 
“Well, I—I was just wondering about 


these supplies,” he said like a little boy 
who has been scolded. 

I suppressed a smile. “I saw that you'd 
marked it ‘rush,’ ” I explained. “so I made 
sure those things would be delivered today. 
They'll be here this afternoon.” 

“Oh.” he said. Then a smile eased thie 
grim expression on his lean, brown face. 
“I guess I kind of made a fool of myself.” 

“Not really,” I said, returning his smile. 
“T was just about to telephone you to ex- 
pect the delivery.” 

We just sort of smiled at each other. 
studied each other for a few moments. 
Finally he said sheepishly, “Well, I guess 
I'd better get down to the shop so I'll be 
there when they come.” 

He backed out of the office, bumping into 
a student helper as he went. and hurried 
away. 

After that. we saw a lot of each other. 
I guess we both liked what we saw because 
soon we were going steady and eventually 
we became engaged. During the six months 
before our marriage we talked of many 
things, so I can’t honestly claim I didn’t 
know how Roger felt about having chil- 
dren. But I must confess I gave him no 
inkling of what my early life had been like. 

I continued to work after our marriage 
because with two incomes we could get 
ahead faster, and I stayed far away from 
my family. Except for the wedding, when 
they were out in full force—Essie pregnant 
again—we rarely saw them. Once, when 
Essie wasn’t feeling well. Roger asked me 
why I didn’t go visit her. 

“Oh. she’s just pregnant again.” I said 
airily. 

“So what?” Roger asked. “It’s not con- 
tagious. If my family lived as close as 
yours does, I'd see them every day.” 

“So would I, darling.” I said, slipping 
an arm around his neck as he read the 
paper. “Your family is wonderful. I still 
think about that trip we took down there 
last summer.” Mentally, I added: But I 
wouldn't go across the street to see that 
family of mine! 

I suppose Roger began to suspect I 
wasn’t too anxious to have children, but he 
never remarked about it. And I suppose I 
knew in my heart that one day. sooner or 
later, there’d come a time for decision. But 
—foolishly, perhaps—I kept putting off 
that day. Now it was here—and I didn’t 
know what to do. 


FINALLY dropped off to sleep, a sleep 
“ haunted by bone-chilling nightmares, 
and when I awoke the next morning Roger 
was gone. He left a note telling me he'd 
inform the Board of Education I was going 


on maternity leave. Maternity-—the word 


itself set off a violent reaction. 

I could just picture Roger making the 
announcement and poking out his chest. 
He could afford to do it—his part was over; 
mine was just beginning. That is—if I 
let it. 

Believe me. I don’t know what I had in 
mind when I went wandering that day. 
Maybe I thought I could reason the prob- 
lem out by walking along aimlessly. Maybe 
I hoped that I could somehow run away 
from my problem. ' 

At any rate, I soon found myself back in 
the old neighborhood and walking toward 
the house where I’d spent so many un- 
happy days and nights. Almost in a daze. 
I walked up the steps and to the door. I 
rang the bell and waited. I heard Mom’s 
voice shout to come in, and I went in. 

“Well, stranger!” Mom said. sounding 
neither happy or surprised. “What brings 
you here? Did your Dad phone you about 
Ronnie?” 

My heart skipped a beat. Ronnie was 
my youngest brother, the one I’d resented 
so much. “What’s wrong with Ronnie?” I 
asked. 

“He’s having his tonsils out,” Mom 
chuckled. “He likes it at the hospital be- 
cause he gets ice cream every day, the little 
rascal!” 

Mom went back to playing with Essie’s 
youngest kid. The house was in a mess and 
I shuddered a little when I sat down in a 
chair that seemed to be the cleanest one 
in sight. “Where’s Essie?” I asked. 

Mom shrugged. “Back with her husband. 
I guess. Been gone now for a couple of 
weeks.” Suddenly she leaned towards me. 
as if seeing me for the first time. “What’s 
the matter, Lora? You look like—well, if 
I didn’t know better, I'd say you were in a 
family way.” 

I forced a harsh laugh. “Yes, we both 
know better than that!” I declared. 

Mom shook her head sadly. “Too bad. 
It'd make a woman out of you. Lora.” 

I started to argue with her, but.then | 
just sat back and listened to her talk. It 
was the first time she’d ever. really talked 
to me, as one woman to another, and I was 
surprised at the logic and good sense in 
what she was saying. 

The longer she talked, the more I real- 
ized that I could never do anything to get 
rid of the baby I didn’t want. Not that I 
believed every word of what she said about 
the joys of motherhood, but I gradually 
became aware that there are some things 
a person just can’t do. I was caught. I'd 
have to go through with having a baby, no 
matter how I felt. 

When I finally left. | knew very well 
what I couldn’t do, but I still hadn’t the 
faintest idea of what I would do. 

What I did finally was what a lot of peo- 
ple do when they face an impossible situa- 
tion—pretend it doesn’t exist. I somehow 
convinced myself that I wasn’t going to 
have a baby after all. It had all been a 
ghastly mistake. 

Although I no longer went to work, I 
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did everything else I'd been accustomed to 
doing, and a lot more. I bought new fur- 
niture and redecorated, went bowling with 
Roger and our friends, drank, smoked and 
danced the same as always. 
Aren’t you over-doing it, Lora?” Roger 
ked me one night when I fell into bed 
exhausted after a night on the town. 
[ shook my head grimly. I assured him 
erything was all right, even though I 
knew, from my experience with Mom, that 


| should have slowed up long ago. It was 
Roger’s first time, so he didn’t know any 
better. He took my word for it. 

Even after my pregnancy began to show 
| continued my strenuous routine. as if by 
keeping busy it would go away. But you 


in punish yourself only so long before the 
hody rebels. 

One day I was standing on a stool hang- 
ig drapes when a sharp pain suddenly 
knifed through me. I sereamed, lost my 
ilance and toppled to the floor. It wasn’t 
i high fall, but something was damaged 
le because I began to bleed. I lay there 
trying to think of what to do. Finally, I 
crawled to the telephone and dialed Mom’s 
house 


msi 


I remember shouting something into the 
phone before I blacked out. The next thing 


| knew. I was emerging from a sea of 
blackness and pain. I could barely make 
out Roger’s face as he bent over the hospi- 


tal bed. I tried to smile, but a terrific pain 
started in the lower part of my body and I 
bit my lip until the blood came. 


WH N I CAME TO, I was in a differ- 

ent room. A tube was taped to my 
arm. The doctor came up, “You've lost a 
lot of blood, young lady,” he said briskly. 
“We're geing to give you some-amore. A 
transfusion.” 

Roger?” I asked weakly. 

Wrong type.” said the doctor, shaking 
his head. “We’ve got a volunteer—your 
little brother.” 

[ turned my head, and there, lying on 
the cot next to mine, was Ronnie! His eyes 
were wide as saucers and it was plain to 
me. even in my half conscious state, that 
he was scared to death. “Hi, sis,” he said 

ith a snaggle-toothed grin. “I’m back in 
the hospital. I sure hope they start serving 


that ice 


cream soon!” 

fears flooded my eyes and a lump rose 
in my throat. He looked so pitifully brave. 
I thought of all the years ’d hated him— 
not really hated him, I realized all of a 
[t was something else, something 
that | didn’t trouble to conceal. He must 


sudden. 


jave been aware of it all along. Yet, there 
he was, ready to give me his life’s blood. 
with the bribe of ice cream, it was a 
heroic thing for a kid. 
| pulled through the crisis all right and 
id a normal pregnancy and delivery. I 
don’t pretend that the first time they 


brought my baby, a six pound girl, to me 
and put her in my arms I was overwhelmed 
by mother love. For me, it didn’t happen 


that way. The sears were too deep. 


But I couldn’t help noticing the look on 
Roger’s face as he gazed at the two of us. 
It was different from any I’d ever seen 
before—as if I were something holy. We 
seemed to be closer together than ever 
before. 

The awful pain of giving birth seemed 
to have purged my heart of the hatred and 
resentment I felt toward my family, too. 


With a smile. I remembered Mom’s words 
about having a baby, “It'll make a woman 
of you.” 

Roger has been wonderfully patient with 
me and my daughter is a living doll. [ 
haven’t reached the point yet, but I’m posi- 
tive that I’m well on the way to becoming 
a real woman, just as Mom said. 


THE END 





What To Do When Your Mate Cheats 


(Continued from Page 13) 


what’s sauce for the gander is not sauce 
for the goose, nursery rhymes notwith- 
standing. 

Don’t place all the blame on your hus- 
band, thus closing your mind to his side of 
the story. Above all, listen to whatever he 
may want to say, if he wants to say anything, 
and consider yourself very lucky, because 
there are many who consider it beneath 
their dignity to explain. You may feel that 
he cannot possibly have a reason or ex- 
planation, but you may be able to learn a 
great deal about him—and yourself—if you 
will just calmly listen. 

Don’t run away from the situation. either 
literally or figuratively. To pack up and 
go home to Mama. go North (or West or 
East) to freedom, go anywhere, is, for 
many wives, one of the first reactions. This 
is a normal feeling, because there are two 
basic reactions to a conflict situation— 
flight or fight. If you will only stop for a 
moment and consider that the primary rea- 
son for your desire to run away-may be 
your hurt pride, and.-not the tumbling 
framework of your marriage, then you may 
get a new: perspective, and reach the more 
adult, realistic decision to remain—and 
fight. Fight, however, we must strongly 
emphasize. comes in many kinds and 
shapes. Sometimes fighting is harder. 
more demanding, if you simply quietly 
stand your ground, than if you actually 
engage in verbal and emotional warfare. 
They also serve who only stand and wait. 

These. then. were some of the methods 
used by Helen B to try to save her mar- 
riage. She learned that her rival was a 
vital and attractive woman—to her sur- 
prise, an older woman—who had an in- 
teresting job in a housing project, and 
whom her husband had met on business 
for his construction office. Helen quieted 
her hurt feelings, took stock of herself, her 
home and her life with her husband. Her 
two small children had taken up most of 
her time in recent years, and although they 
were kindergarten age. Helen had been re- 
luctant to let them go, because she “didn’t 
want to lose them yet.” 

After learning of her husband’s affair 
with Mrs. X, Helen promptly put the chil- 
dren in kindergarten, and found a _ part- 
time job as file clerk, the kind of work 
she had done before marriage. She frank- 


ly faced the news on her bathroom scales. 
which she had been avoiding for months. 
and with proper diet and exercise was soon 
proud of her figure again. She resumed 
appointments at the hairdresser, listened to 
and read about current news events for a 
change, and in general started again many 
of the important things she had just “let 
slip.” Their sexual relations, which Helen 
had pretty much taken for granted. began 
to have a pointed interest and excitement. 
now that she was faced with the possibility 
of losing him. None of this was forced. or 
done with an “I must” attitude. She 
wanted to be a new Helen. a revitalized 
woman, and she was. She was happy to 
find out that the children appreciated her 
more. She found, also, that now that her 
time was limited, her house was kept even 
better, because she had to, and there was 
no time to relax. Before. she had relaxed 
too much. 

Best of all, was the new appreciation on 
her husband’s part. -No, it didn’t happen 
overnight, or lke a miracle, or in the 
movies, but there was a beginning, there 
was a new hope. The Mrs. X began to be 
tiring, and Helen knew, joyously, when the 
scales began to slowly tip in her favor. 

Every ending may not be as happy as 
this, for every situation is different. Some 
persons may require professional help in 
getting back on the road to happiness. 
Others are fortunate enough to have a 
built-in sense of what to do. and how. In 
some instances, circumstances themselves 
may alter in favor of the wife. 

Whatever may happen. if you have faced 
realistically the fact of your husband’s 
unfaithfulness, and have done everything 
you possibly could to find out the cause. 
prevent its occurring again, and renew 
your own relationship with him, you can 
face your future life with happiness and as- 
surance. If, after a consideration of all the 
facts, you and your husband both believe 
it is best to come to a parting of the ways. 
you can do so with a clear conscience and 
no regrets. If you continue in happy state 
of wedlock—and most of you will—let it 
be just that: happy state of wedlock. And 
never forget, for even a moment, that per- 
haps because of something trivial, you may 
lose something of great importance—your 
husband’s love, your marriage. 


THE END 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from page 8) 


Sammy Davis Jr., Frank Sinatra, 
Dean Martin & company had a real swing- 
ing time shooting that movie “Ocean’s 
Eleven” in Las Vegas. The whole bunch 
entertained nightly at the club where the 
shooting was taking place, then worked on 
the movie between 6 and 11 a.m. so as not 
to interfere with the regular gambling cus- 
tomers. Sammy passed out cold from lack 
of rest. but it was still a swinging bit. 


Another of Harlem’s landmarks, 
The Woodside Hotel. where Count Basie 
wrote his famous Jumping At The VW ood- 
side, is disappearing from the scene. It’s 
being torn down to make way for a housing 
project. Last year, “the home of happy 
feet”. the Savoy Ballroom, went down for 
the same cause. 


19-year-old Johnny Nash 


Dimpled, 
in night clubs 


who has been singing on TV, 
and theatres, and making movies while 
still doing his high school studies, may 
soon give it all up to spend the next few 
vears completing his education. He’ll enter 
college as a science and math major. 
Newcomer Adam Wade, who is 22, 
handsome and sings with the Mathis touch, 
is a graduate bio-chemist and once worked 
with Dr. Jonas Salk on the polio vaccine. 
Though he still does research work at a 
New York hospital, if the breaks continue 
as they have behind his first disc, Tell 
Her For Me, he may give it all up for show 
biz. 


Singer Sam Cooke is practicing lul- 
labies while waiting for the new headliner. 
And singer Diahann Carroll and hubby 
Monte Kay are on the Stork’s visiting list 


also, 


Ella Fitzgerald’s singing voice has 


heen dubbed in for the star of a new 
Italian film, “The World At Night” (La 


Monde del Norti) ... in English, of course. 
A South African Broadcasting Com- 
pany recently took a poll of its listeners 
and Count Basie, the band with the big 
heat, came out favorite-—which indicates 
jazz tastes are just about the 
world over. 


same the 


Crooner Billy Eckstine is heading 
back to Australia. and is taking his Carolle 
with him. 


Comie Nipsey Russell, who just 
closed an engagement at Chic ago’s Clois- 
ter, and was the first Negro comedian to 
play a mainline club in the W indy City. got 
the Ebony Magazine treatment while he 
Was in town. He’s slated for an upcoming 
issue on tan funnymen. 
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YOU Give YOURSELF at Home! 


End scalp or hair problems! 
MIRACLE-GRO, the medicated hair dressing. 
prescription, 
Ingredients ... 
soften your hair, and give you more relief and satisfaction 
than any hair preparation or scalp conditioner you have ever 
used, or ALL your money back! 

A check with your Doctor, Druggist or even a Medical 
Dictionary about the ingredients used in MIRACLE-GRO will 
tell you why.. 


Try soothing healing 
Like a Doctor's 
contains THREE Antiseptic 
.to condition your scalp, 


MIRACLE-GRO 
plus LANOLIN. 


. 1 hos to be good. 
114% GUARANTEE! 


If you find it more convenient to order by mail, send only 
$1.25 to the address below for a full 4 week supply of 
MIRACLE-GRO. Use it for several days. 


. if you are not 


completely satisfied, or even omazed, paves the unused 
portion and we'll refund your original $1.25 PLUS the 
amount you paid for postage. 


Remember . . , you’re not buying — you're trying! 


MIRACLE-GRO CO. 
P. O. Box 167, Springfield 1, 





Sales Dept. R-3 


Massachusetts 

















Wm. J. Brandt's 


LIQUID 


EAU 


DENNA 
HAIR 
COLORER 


will cover gra 
hair in 10 to 30 
ee: so tha 
45 id not 














was 
gray. It ag liquid. 
application 
with a toothbrush 
or ab does it. 
No pack. No mes 


ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME 
YOU SAVE TIME AND MONEY 


No one will suspect your hair has been dyed. Leaves 
it soft and lustrous —r Se ead color — no streaks—no 
SPOWILL a 1 nife TURN or if prope RR SH 
NOT TURN THE HAIR REDDIS 
It will not rub o t stays on several months. 
Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, 
cursing or straightening iron—nothing tal it 
ny gray no matter how 0 A or 


nderful for Touching Up 


“Wo 
You can put it on just where needed. 


. Light Brown, Drab, Blond, 
(in ordering please state color desired). Price: per 
box, $3 cash with order or $3.45 C.0.D. (including 
Federal tax). Order through your department store, 
druggist or from us. Give full local address Money 
back if not entirely satisfied. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 


Dept. T-5, 112 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y. 
Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantace. 
























tH 





into DOLLARS! 


NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from... 


NORDYKE Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 238E, Calif. 


FREE FOR A 


If you suffer asthma attacks, choke and wheeze, find 
sleep impossible because of the struggle to breathe .. . 
try FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDICINE now! Get immediate, 
blessed relief from the dreaded symptoms of bronchial 
asthmo. Over 1,000,000 bottles sold—FREE TRIAL bottle 
by return mail. You pay nothing. Send name and address 
now to: FRONTIER ASTHMA CO. 986-A, Frontier Bidg., 
462 Niagora Street, Buffalo 1, N.Y. 


Tigi MN 


igs 











A 





Glamorous—lInstantly wonderful 


HAIR-DO’S.: 


Humania has the hair-do you need... for the hair 
style you want...at a price that you can afford. 
ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE BASIS 
You hove choice of shades; black, off-black, dark-brown. 

















J 
BOB WIG—1460 
Miss Personality 
Attractive. Part 
either side or 





CONTE. Italian / 
cut WIG 6000. GLAMOUR. Clus- 
Very smart. Nat- ter curl. Covers 
center. .... 24.50 urallooking entire head. 
Mixed grey 29.50 part. ........ 29.75 Made extra 

= Mixed arey 34.95 heavy. .... 10.95 
. Mixed grey 13.95 


No. 





Braided Side Puffs 
No. 106. Twoat- oi Has aylon 
tractive clusters A 

ural lookingpart. at the price of net. Only 2.75 
Covers entire one. .......... 3.95 Mixed grey 3.75 
head, ...... 17.50 Mixed grey 4.95 Compare the quality 
Mixed grey 22.50 and the low cost of Humania Hair Do's. 


gE Write today for 48 page HUMANIA 


Half Wig. 3105 
Has curled bang 
in front of nat- 


= 
CHIGNON. Large 


booklet, a colorful collection of new 
hair styles. 


HUMANIA HAIR CO 


-5 303 Fourth Ave., New York 1 


63 














Emergency Marriage 


(Continued from Page 37) 


wayed to the music from the hi-fi Russell 
was so proud of. Sometimes I sat on 
Hank’s lap, and again we whispered ri- 
liculously in a corner. 

[he noise bounced off the walls in the 
mall house and made my head whirl, and 
the bright lights hurt my eyes, so when 
Hank suggested we go outside I went will- 
ingly enough. He led me to one of the 
cars parked in the drive, and we climbed 
in the back seat giggling like conspirators. 
[he fresh air made me feel better, and I 
sank back on the soft seat with a contented 
sigh. Hank eased in beside me and slipped 
his arm around my shoulders. 

There in the quiet dark I scarcely 
breathed, the very air seemed electric, filled 
with tension, waiting for the spark that 

ould ignite the powder keg of our emo- 
tions. Hank’s kiss was the spark that made 
the whole night explode for me. I slipped 
my arms around his neck, moaning in 
tasy. Hank caught his breath as my lips 
became alive under his, and his hands 
troked my throat and shoulders. 

“T love you,” I heard myself say, and my 
vain screamed: No! You love someone 

But who? Who do I love? I couldn’t 
remember. Hank’s lips, his hands caress- 
body was all I was conscious of. 
Every nerve in my body screamed with de- 


ing my 
sire—and would not be denied. 


FTERWARDS I nestled sleepily in 
Hank’s arms, too spent to think, or care 
about what had happened. “Come on you 
two, we’re going dancing. Pile out!” The 
shout yanked me out of my lethargy. The 
car door was flung open and Russell and 
Connie were motioning us out of the car. 
Don’t want to go dancing,” I muttered, 
wanna sleep.” 

There'll be no sleeping!” Connie 
yelped. “Hank, get Jeannie on her feet 
ind she'll be ali right. Take her in the car 
with you.” 

So I was dragged out the door and 
pushed into another car. I sat on Hank’s 
lap in the front seat, while Les’ girl 
snuggled between the two fellows. Two 
couples climbed in the back seat. “Where’s 
Connie and Russell?” I asked. 

They’re following in another car,” 
Hank answered. “Put your arm around my 
neck and sit sideways so I can see, Jean- 
nile 

(mid yells and honking of horns we took 
off. Les was a wild driver and we all 
laughed when he’d make a fast getaway on 
a green light, or have to slam on his brakes 
suddenly, throwing us around like rag 
dolls. When we got to the highway it was 
clear going and | felt like we were flying. 
Fascinated, | watched the speedometer as it 
climbed to seventy, eighty, and on up. 
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Hank moved uneasily and spoke in a low 
voice, “Take it easy Les, there’s a curve up 
ahead.” 

Several of the girls screamed in terror 
as we rounded the curve on two wheels. 
One of the fellows yelled, “Hey Les, watch 
it!” I felt Hank’s arm tighten around me, 
and then the car seemed to be floating in 
space. The screams hurt my ears, yet I 
knew I was screaming too. Then, like a 
balloon bursting in my face, it was all gone 
—there was only darkness and pain. 


AWOKE in the hospital. It took tre- 

mendous effort to lift my eyelids and 
focus my eyes. I was staring at pale green 
walls. There was a rustle beside me, and 
a smiling face topped with a white starched 
cap, appeared. “So you decided to wake 
up!” the nurse said, “it’s about time you 
joined the human race again.” 

I ached all over and my mouth was so 
dry I could have spit cotton. My lips 
cracked as I gasped, “Water!” 

“Well, just a little.” The woman slipped 
a glass tube in my mouth and watched 
anxiously while I managed a few sips. The 
effort exhausted me and I closed my eyes. 
Then I remembered. “Brad?” I asked, 
“where’s Brad?” 

The nurse ignored my question. “Your 
mother is waiting to see you,” she said. “I'll 
tell her to come in now.” She rustled out 
the door. 

“Brad,” I moaned. “I want Brad.” Then 
it came to me. Brad was in Alaska. When 
Mama came in the tears were slipping 
down my cheeks and spilling onto the 
sheet tucked under my chin. Without a 
word she wiped my face with a tissue, 
then leaned down and kissed me. Her eyes 
were full of tears too. 

The month that followed seemed to con- 
sist of needles, pills, dressings, bed pans, 
and pain. My body was in a cast from my 
underarms to my thighs, and I wore a 
turban of bandages on my head. There 
were flowers from Brad, and I had a few 
visitors—Mama, Daddy, Connie, and Russ. 
Someone mentioned that Hank had called 
also, but I didn’t remember seeing him 
and I was glad for I wanted to forget him. 
Nothing seemed real except the pain. 

Connie tried to talk about the accident, 
but once I learned no one in the car had 
been killed, I wasn’t interested. I didn’t 
want to remember any part of that awful 
night. 

Brad was all that I wanted to think 
about. His letters were all I lived for. 
“You've got letters from Brad,” Mama told 
me as soon as I was better. She handed 
me a packet. “He even phoned all the way 
from Alaska. The poor boy has been wor- 
ried to death.” 


[I smiled happily and slipped the letters 
under my pillow. For days I poured over 
those letters until I knew them word for 
word. For some strange reason I couldn’t 
picture Brad’s face in my mind though. I’d 
shut my eyes and there would be only a 
blurred image of the face I loved. So, at 
my request, Mama brought a small picture 
of the two of us and placed it on my bed- 
side table. It was just one of those twenty- 
five cent pictures taken in a machine at the 
Penny Arcade, and wasn’t very good of 
either of us, but IT almost wore it out fon- 
dling it. 

I dreamed the time away while I laid 
there in the hospital, and I wasn’t unhappy 

except for a dark something lurking 
there in the back of my mind. It was fright- 
ening——like a black panther, lying quietly, 
waiting to leap out and destroy me. But [| 
kept the cage locked, and as long as I 
wouldn’t let it out by remembering, I felt 
safe. 

Funny thing, I never did worry about 
whether I'd be completely well again. The 
doctor said I'd be all right in time, and I 
took him at his word. Just so I’d be well by 
the time Brad came, that was all I cared 
about, and somehow I just knew I would. 
After six weeks in the hospital I went 
home, and then two months later Mama 
took me to Dr. Landis’ office to have the 
east removed. 

Naturally, I was terribly excited. After 
the cast was cut from my body Dr. Landis 
gave me a thorough going over. He asked 
innumerable questions as he poked 
around. Finally, he told me to just lie 
there and rest until he called me. I smiled 
happily to myself as I rested. At last I 
was free of that horrible plaster prison! 
My head was good as new again too. There 
hadn’t been any headaches in weeks. He'll 
probably give me something to settle my 
queasy stomach so I can enjoy food again, 
and then I can put on some of the weight 
/ lost, I told myself. 

The nurse helped me walk into the 
doctor’s office and I chattered happily as 
we went down the hall and into the room. 
One look at my mother’s stricken face, and 
my laughter hung on the air. Dr. Landis’ 
voice sounded strange as he gave me the 
good news I had hoped for—I was in excel- 
lent condition and could be up and around 
once more. Nervously, I glanced from the 
doctor’s serious face to Mama. She looked 
positively sick! Why? The doctor was 
giving me an encouraging report. “Mama?” 
I could stand it no longer. “Mama, what’s 
wrong? Tell me the truth. Please!”” Mama 
just stared blankly at the doctor, and I 
turned to him crying, “Tell me, Doctor 
Landis!” 

Doctor Landis sighed, and spread his 
hands in resignation. “All right, Jeannie, 
Vl tell you. You’re pregnant. About three 
and a half months along. I'd say.” 

My mouth flopped open in astonishment 
at Dr. Landis’ announcement. It couldn’t 
be! He must be mistaken! It just couldn't 
be true! 
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But it was. Why kid myself? The black 
fear that had been magging me for weeks 
had suddenly broken its chains and was 
about to devour me. Too stunned to speak, 
I huddled in the chair moaning. 

Both Mama and Dr. Landis began ques- 
tioning me. “Who is the man?” they asked. 
“When did it happen? Tell us the man’s 
name. Think of your baby. Who is he?” 
Their voices made no impression on my 
numb mind. I could only shake my head 
in disbelief. 


Bur THAT WAS only the beginning. 

That night at home both Mama and 
Daddy asked questions. I wouldn't tell 
them a thing. All I could think of was 
Brad. What would he think? What would 
he do? Would he still love me? Daddy 
finally went to the phone and called Con- 
nie. She and Russell came right over, and 
then I had the whole family to face. Never 
in my life had I been so miserable. 

Daddy took the floor. “We've got 
trouble,” he began, his voice so choked and 
unhappy it about broke my heart. “Jeannie 
here is pregnant.” There was a gasp from 
Connie. and Russell sort of growled. “She 
won’t name the man. Now, do either of you 
two know anything about this?” 

Connie exchanged a quick look with 
Russell, then asked, “How far along is 
she?” 

“Doctor says about three and a half 
months along. That right Ada?” Daddy 
looked at Mama and she nodded. “Now 
that would make it about the night of the 
accident. Jeannie was at your house that 
night. Connie. What do you know about 
it?” 

I glanced quickly at my sister. Her eyes 
were big and thoughtful, and a half smile 
played at her mouth. She looked at me 
and asked, “It’s Hank, isn’t it Jeannie?” 

[ started to shake my head, but when I 
saw the four of them looking at me so 
hopefully. I couldn’t lie. “Yes, it’s Hank.” 
I turned to Daddy. “But. it’s all Connie’s 
fault!’”” My voice was shrill. Soon I was 
screaming the words at him. “She talked 
me into taking a drink.” I jumped to my 
feet and pointed an accusing finger at her. 
“She promised to take care of me, said 
everything would be all right. But she 
didn’t take care of me. She didn’t—!” 
Sobbing wildly, I collapsed into a chair. 

The only sound in the room was my cry- 
ing. Then Daddy cleared his throat. “Who 
is Hank?” he asked. 

“He’s one of my buddies at the air 
base,” Russell explained. 

“Well, we just better have a talk with 
this Hank,” Daddy said. 

“T’ll take care of it,” Russell told Daddy. 
“After all, I feel sort of responsible.” 

I jumped to my feet. “No!” I screamed. 
“You leave him alone. I hate him!” There 
was a stunned silence as I rushed out of 
the room. I threw myself across my bed, 
and my body shook with despairing sobs. 

The next morning my face was puffed, 
and my eyes were half shut from crying 
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half the night. Only Mama was home 
when I went out in the kitchen for break- 
fast. She greeted me as if nothing had 
happened, and we talked about unimpor- 
tant things. Since I was still weak I had 
to spend some of the day lying down. and 
[ shut myself off in my bedroom. The 
next day was the same, and by evening I 
began to hope that maybe Hank had been 
transferred to some other camp and Russell 
couldn't find him. 

\iy hope was short-lived. however. When 
\Miama called me to supper I had only to 
look at the smug faces at the 
o know that Russell had fulfilled 
\s soon as ] was seated Daddy 
Russell has 


Keé one 


tl Mission. 
broke the “Jeannie, 


lked to Hank and he has agreed to marry 


news, 


It seemed like my heart missed a beat 
before | blurted out. “But T don’t want to 

arry Hank. I don’t love him. I love Brad. 
| won't marry Hank. I won't 

Jeannie. listen Mama’s soft) voice 

itl 
Daddy interrupted her. “Now wait a 
ite. Ada. VI do the talking.” I forced 
elf to look at him, for his voice was 
low. and his words sort of broke. He looked 
uddenly, and very tired. “Jeannie. 
t seem to realize the seriousness 
You say you love Brad, but you 
sing to have Hank’s baby. That means 

i will have to stop thinking of yourself, 

d think what you must do to protect 
baby.” 

\s he spoke | hung my head in shame. 

1 could only nod. 

Think what a burden you would be 
placing on the child if you bring it into this 
Is that fair? After all, 
de a mistake and you must pay for 


nameless. 


I looked up, and although my eyes were 

tears. somehow I managed a half- 

earted smile. “I understand now. Daddy. 
[ know you are right.” 

\iama gave a relieved sigh and Daddy 
eached over and patted my hand. “Then 
it ettled. Tomorrow you two go and get 

license, and Saturday you can be mar- 
at City Hall.” Daddy's voice 
vas stronger as [I nodded agreement to 


ried down 


plans 
Hank came to the house next day, and it 
just like meeting him for the first 
e. We were shy and awkward, and 
ldn’t think of a thing to say. Only his 
seemed familiar. Mama went with 
to get the license and blood test, and 


darkness 


she kept up a running chatter which re- 
d the tension. She asked Hank his 
where he was from, and about his 
How strange, | thought, to hear 
yur future husband’s last name for the 
first time when you are getting a marriage 


Hank’s full name was Henry Robert 
he was born in California, and had a 
year more of service. His parents had a 
store in San Francisco, he was the eldest 
and that’s all I knew 


of three children 


about my husband-to-be. 

On Saturday we were married at City 
Hall, like Daddy had decided. He and 
Mama were there. Afterwards the four of 
us went back home and had lunch. Both of 
my parents seemed to like Hank. [| didn’t 
like him at all. How could I when he was 
taking Brad’s place? Every time I looked 
at the plain gold band on my finger I 
choked up. 

Hank asked me to go to a movie and | 
wanted to refuse. but one look at Daddy 
and [ accepted his invitation. When we 
were driving away from the house, Hank 
turned to me. “Look.” he said. “you don’t 
have to go to a movie with me if you don’t 
want to. I just didn’t know what else to 
say.” 

“Tt’s all right.” I answered. “IL haven't 
been out since the accident and it will be 
nice.” 

“T sure was sorry about the accident. ] 
came to see you. but you were too sick to 
see me, I guess. Twice I called the hospital 
too. After that Russell told me how you 
were.” 

“Well, I’m all right now.” [ assured him. 
“Just have to get my strength back. [ get 
tired easy.” 

“You be careful now 

well, you know what I mean.” 

I stole a sideward glance at him. 
pose this sort of spoils things for you, us 
having to get married and all.” I ventured. 

“Well, it sort of changes things all 
right,” he agreed. 

“Do you have a girl friend?” | asked. 
“T mean, one you are in love with?” 

Hank slowly shook his head. He eased 
the car over to the curb and shut off the 
motor. Then he turned to face me. “Listen, 
Jeannie, I been wanting to tell you how 
sorry I am about everything. That night- 
I'm not much of a drinker you see, and 
there was something I was trying to forget. 
A girl I liked had jilted me, and I was kind 
of upset I guess. and just went overboard.” 
He was so earnest that I almost felt sorry 
for him. But when he reached out for my 
hand, I drew back. 

“T see,” I said stifly. “And [ just hap- 
pened to get in your way.” 

He sat back on the far side of the car 
seat. “Don’t get me wrong.” Hank cau- 
tioned. “I liked you. In fact, I liked you a 
lot. Having to get married makes it rough 
on us, though. If it wasn’t for that, who 
knows? Maybe we would have fallen for 
each other.” 

“Oh no!” I was emphatic. “I was en- 
gaged, and I loved Brad. I still do.” 

Hank was silent. his face expressionless, 
except for a kind of lost puppy look. At 
last he spoke. “What do you want to do 
about it? About us?” 

“I thought we could get a divorce after 
the baby is born, say when it’s a few 
months old.” [ suggested, and was relieved 
when Hank seemed agreeable. 

“There’s just one thing, though,” his 
voice was stern, his eyes were smouldering 
black coals. “Remember, the baby is mine 


the way vou are 


“T sup- 


as much as yours, and I intend to have some 
say about it.” With that, he started the car 
and we drove downtown ts the theater. 
After the movie Hank took me straight 
home. 

That night I fell asleep with Brad’s 
latest letter clutched in my hand. 


T TOOK ME A WEEK to write Brad a 

letter. I wrote several, only to tear them 
up. They were maudlin, tear-stained let- 
ters, in which I told him all, begged his 
forgiveness, and promised to put my baby 
up for adoption and divorce Hank if he 
would come back to me. Deep in my heart. 
I knew I would never put my baby out for 
adoption. As for Hank—well, of course 
| did intend to divorce him. In the letter 
which I finally mailed to Brad IT made no 
promises, however. I simply told him the 
truth, and asked his forgiveness. Then | 
waited. s 

It was almost a month before an answer 
came. Then it was just a little note which 
read: 

“Dear Jeannie, I'm sorry I took <0 
long to write, but I needed time to think. 
Your trouble came as a great shock to me. 
I think you did right to get married as you 
had to give your baby a name. [ don’t 
know yet how I feel. I guess I still love 
you. When I get back maybe we can see 
how we feel about each other. If your hus- 
band doesn’t care, I hope you will still 
write to me as I don’t know what I would 
do without your letters. As ever, Brad.” 

“If your husband doesn’t care.” That 
was a laugh? Why should he care? Be- 
sides, | wouldn’t ask him. I answered right 
away, and so once again I had Brad’s let- 
ters to look forward to. They were just 
friendly letters now, but I found comfort in 
them, and imagined he meant more than he 
could write. 

Hank’s mother wrote me also, a nice let- 
ter, welcoming me into the family. She 
wrote as if she thought I cared for her son 
and was looking forward to the baby’s 
coming. I showed the letter to Mama. “She 
sounds like a real nice woman,” Mama 
said. “Says this will be her first grand- 
child too. She wants a picture of you, Jean- 
nie; now you send her one. Write her a 
nice letter too. Tell her that Hank is doing 
just fine.” 

I hadn’t seen Hank in over a month. 
Then, one night, he stopped by the house. 
He smiled when I entered the room in re- 
sponse to Mama’s call, and his face didn't 
look dark any more. Why, he’s very good- 
looking, I remember thinking. I was sur- 
prised, as I always thought of Hank as 
rough and mean—a real villain type. 

“Hello, Jeannie,” he said. “There’s some- 
thing I want to tell you—and your folk 
too.” 

“Hello, Hank,” I replied. “Come on in 
the other room. Daddy and Mama are in 
there.” 

Both of my parents looked pleased to see 
Hank, and asked him to sit down. Mama 
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went out in the kitchen and returned with 
cups of coffee on a tray, and we each took 
one. Then Hank told us that he had signed 
for me to get an allotment from his pay, 
and had also made arrangements for my 
doctor and hospital care. 

Daddy looked relieved as he said, “That’s 
fine. Hank. Frankly, I didn’t see how I was 
going to manage all that expense. I’ve got 
1 lot to pay already for the hospital and 
doctor care from the accident. Of course, 
some of it was covered by insurance, but 
not all 3 

[ sucked in my breath. Why, I hadn’t 
thought of that! Poor Daddy must have 
been worried to death about all the bills, 
ind here I never even gave it a thought. 
But Hank had. Now with some money com- 
ing each month I could buy the things I 
needed for the baby. For the first time, the 
baby began to seem real. 

\Miama told Hank about the letter I’d had 
from his mother. He looked kind of sheep- 
ish as he turned to me. “I'd appreciate it 
if you'd write to her. She’s real excited 
because I got married.” 

“I'll write to her,” I promised, “and Vl 
send her a picture too, like she wanted. Is 
there anything I should tell her about 


He shook his head. “No, I write to her 
cular every week.” 
Hank left then, and I found myself think- 
kinder of him because he had eased the 
irden on Daddy. I wrote Mrs. Lewis and 
we started corresponding regularly. She 
t me a package for the baby, a lovely 
nk blanket, a sweater, two darling 
lresses. and some tiny bootees. Later, she 
sent money and told me to buy a crib. 
\lama and Connie were busy preparing 
for the baby too, and the three of us 
haunted the baby departments in the stores. 
We didn’t have much to spend, so we had 
shop carefully. The allotment check 
ame every month, and I visited the doctor 
regularly. I still day-dreamed about Brad, 
but they were wistful, fanciful dreams now. 
He was a filmy Prince Charming hovering 


sty paradise. 


\ l Y BABY DAUGHTER was born early 

one Saturday morning. My day- 
lreams burst like a bubble, and I was back 
into the real world of pain. But what bliss- 
ul agony! When the tiny bundle was 
placed beside me in the bed, and I looked 
ing wonder into the little doll-like 
face. my happiness was almost unbearable. 
But I was a little frightened too. Such a 
tiny helpless little thing, dependent on me 
for everything. In my heart I said a prayer, 
isking God to give me courage and strength 
to love and care for this little life. I 
prayed for wisdom too, the wisdom to 


with ke 


make a proper life for the two of us. 

[wo days later, Hank visited me in the 
hospital. He glanced quickly around the 
room at the other two mothers who were 
eyeing him curiously, then bent over and 


kissed me on the cheek. I felt my face 
and there was an awkward silence. 


redden 


Hank pulled up a chair beside my bed, 
and handed me a gaily wrapped box. I un- 
wrapped it, and exclaimed over the candy 
it contained. Just then visitors came in for 
the other ladies, and Hank and I could stop 
putting on an act. 

“Have you seen the baby?” I asked. 

“Yeah, just a few minutes ago. She’s 
sure cute. Awful tiny though.” 

“She weighed six pounds and_ four 
ounces,” I told him. “That’s just a nice 
size.” 

“What did you name her?” Hank asked. 

“Debra Lynn.” I replied. “Ill call her 
Debbie. Do you like it?” 

Hank considered. “Mmm, Debbie Lewis. 
Sure, that’s okay. Anything you say.” 

I hadn’t intended to mention it, but 
somehow I couldn’t keep from it, “She 
looks like you, you know,” and my voice 
sounded snappish to my ears. 

His dark eyes looked through me as 
Hank shrugged, “Too bad. Poor kid.” We 
couldn’t think of anything more to say, so 
in a few minutes Hank left. 

After the baby and I were home, Hank 
took to coming by every weekend he could 
get off. If Debbie was awake he’d ask to 
hold her, sometimes he even gave her the 
bottle. He wanted to know all about her, 
how much she gained, did she cry much, 
and did she wake up at night? I was glad 
to have someone to talk to about my pride 
and joy, and I rattled on and on about her. 
Sometimes we found ourselves laughing to- 
gether over some of the funny faces Debbie 
made in her sleep. 

One night. after one of Hank’s visits, I 
found myself lying awake thinking about 
him. Hank’s real good looking when he 
laughs, I thought. Trouble is, he doesn’t 
laugh very often. Seems like he mostly 
looks unhappy. I wonder why? He’s happy 
around Debbie though. She likes him too. 
Seems like she sort of cuddles down in his 
arms whenever he picks her up. Her little 
cue-ball head with all that black hair is 
exactly like Hank’s. Too bad they won’t 
really get acquainted though. Hank’s en- 
listment will be up and he'll be going back 
to California in a few months. And I'll 
divorce him. I like Hank. If it wasn’t for 
Brad—who knows?—but I still love Brad, 
and that’s all there is to it. 

Then Hank and I had a fight! I had 
Debbie downtown one afternoon, and I 
stopped in the dime store to show her off 
to the girls I had worked with. One of 
them, Ruth MacKay, was telling me that 
she planned on going back to Chicago 
for a couple of weeks to see her mother. 
“Why don’t you fill in for me while [I’m 
gone, Jeannie?” she asked. “I don’t think 
Mr. Barnes has anyone in mind yet.” 

“Say, that’s not a bad idea!” I exclaimed. 
“IT could use the money.” For days I had 
been trying to figure a way to get some 
money for new clothes. Brad would be 
back soon, and I wanted to look especially 


nice. I went to see Mr. Barnes and he 


agreed to let me work in Ruth’s place. Ma- 
ma would watch the baby, I knew. She 
had been having headaches a lot lately and 
laid down every afternoon, still Debbie 
wasn’t any bother. 

Mr. Barnes put me behind the stationery 
counter. I had been there just three days 
when Hank walked in. It was a Saturday 
afternoon, and we were very busy. Hank 
was carrying Debbie, and his face was a 
thunder cloud. I was just about to wait on 
a lady when he shouldered his way to 
the counter. “Hank!” I gasped, “what are 
you doing with Debbie?” 

He glowered at me, and his voice was 
tight, and mean. “I came to get you to 
come take care of this baby. Now come 
out from behind that counter!” 

My customer extended her 
“Young lady, I’m next.” 

“Excuse me, please,” I told her nervous- 
ly, and turned to Hank. “I can’t come now. 
What’s the matter with you? Mama is 
taking care of the baby.” 

Hank raised his voice. “I said for you 
to come out from there and I mean it.” 

“IT won’t!” My voice was louder too. 
“Now take the baby home and leave me 
alone.” 

“What's here?” I hadn't 
noticed Mr. Barnes before. He stepped 
around behind the counter. “Who is this 
man, and what does he want?” 

Hank turned the fierceness of his black 
eyes on Mr. Barnes as he announced, “I’m 
her husband. My wife is through working 
here starting this minute. Come on, Jean- 
nie.” 

I looked helplessly at Mr. Barnes. “You 
better go, Jeannie,” he whispered. “You can 
pick up your check tomorrow.” 

The people who had been staring made 
way as I strode from behind the counter 
and stalked off with Hank at my heels. 

When I was seated in the car Hank 
handed Debbie to me and got in behind 
the wheel. I cut loose then, sputtering, and 
fuming. Hank heard me out, and then 
when I had run down, he spoke his piece. 
“Now you listen to me. I expect you to 
stay home and take care of this baby. It 
the money I give you isn’t enough, I'll get 
some more. But you are not to work. 
What’s the idea leaving Debbie with your 
mother? Can’t you see she is sick? Why 
should she have to worry about the baby? 
How do you think | felt when I got to your 
house today and found Connie doing the 
baby sitting?” 

“Connie?” I echoed. “Where was Ma- 
ma?” 

“She went to the doctor. Connie was 
supposed to be looking after Debbie, but 
when I showed up she and Russell were in 
the kitchen drinking beer. The baby was 
yowling her head off in the bedroom.” 

“But she was all right, wasn’t she?” | 
asked sheepishly. 

“Well, she was sopping wet, and Connie 
hadn’t enough sense to burp her after her 
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bottle.” Hank’s face was grim, and so was 
his voice. “I’m warning you, Jeannie, I 
won’t stand for Connie taking care of the 
baby. Ever!” 

In the face of everything I didn’t have 
any grounds to argue on, so I had sense 
enough to shut up. We barely said good- 
bye when he dropped me off at home. 
Mama was back from the doctor. He had 
said her blood pressure was too high, and 
she needed rest. When I told her I had 
quit my job, a look of relief passed over 
her face. Darn that Hank, I thought bit- 
terly. Why does he have to be so darn 
right? A few days later, a letter came 
from his mother with fifty dollars enclosed. 
Now I could get some new clothes—but 
T tucked the bills away in my drawer. 


RAD WAS DUE on a Wednesday after- 

noon. He had a month’s leave. and he 
had written that he would come and spend 
a few days before going home to see his 
folks. By noon I was dressed and waiting. 
All afternoon I waited, pacing the floor, 
peering out of the window, nervous as a 
cat. When the phone rang at five o’clock 
I almost jumped out of my skin. It was 
Brad. thank goodness. 

“Hello Jeannie,” he greeted me. “How’s 
my girl?” 

“Oh Brad,” I breathed, sick with relief, 
“where are you?” 

“I’m over here at Connie’s. Why don’t 
you come over? I can hardly wait to see 
you.” His words were thick, sort of ran 
together, and I realized he had been 
drinking. 

The joy seeped out of my body, and I 
felt tired. “No, Brad,” I told him. “I’m 
not coming over there. If you want to see 
me you'll have to come over here.” 

“Well, okay, baby. anything you say. I'll 
be over later.” 

As I turned from the telephone I faced 
Mama who was standing in the doorway. 
“That Brad?” she asked. I nodded. 
“Where is he?” 

“Over at Connie’s.” I told her bitterly. 
“He’s drinking.” 

“You mean getting fortified,” she cor- 
rected me. “I suppose he’s trying to get 
up nerve enough to face you.” 

Why, I hadn’t thought of that! I bet 
Brad was just as nervous about seeing me 
again as I was about meeting him. My 
irritation vanished. When he rang the bell 
an hour later, I opened the door with a 
glad cry and threw myself in his arms. 
He hugged me tight, then I drew him into 
the room where Mama greeted him. After 
a short, polite conversation, Mama ex- 
cused herself, and Brad and I were alone. 
I looked at him closely. He had changed 
some. Why, he looked younger than I re- 
membered, sort of kiddish. He acted shy 
too, like a little boy, and unsure of him- 
self. 1 was ashamed of my thoughts. Here 
I am picking him to pieces, I thought, and 
he’s just come back. 


“Let’s go out somewhere. Jeannie, how 
about it?” Brad asked. “I borrowed a 
car.” 

“Well, all right.” I agreed. “Do you 
want to see Debbie first? She’s asleep. 
but you can see her.” 

Brad shook his head, “No, I'll see her 
next time. I just want to see you tonight.” 
He grinned his familiar grin. and my heart 
turned over. 

We went to a drive-in movie, and 
actually saw most of the picture! Some- 
how we couldn’t get loosened up. Brad 
didn’t seem interested in hearing about 
Debbie, nor anything else I talked about. 
He did enjoy talking about his hitch in 
Alaska though. He pulled me into his 
arms, and I cuddled against him while 
his voice droned on and on. My thoughts 
wandered, and I was caught unawares 
when his voice stopped. 

I caught my breath when his fingers 
tipped my chin up, my body tingled with 
anticipation in the second before his lips 
met mine. It was a long. breathless kiss, 
and when we drew apart there were tears 
in my eyes. Tears of disappointment, for 
Brad’s kiss left me cold—there was no 
thrill, no nothing. I looked at him curi- 
ously. How had the kiss affected him? 
His face was expressionless. 

Brad didn’t give up, however. When 
he took me home he kissed me several 
more times, by way of saying goodnight. 
As far as I was concerned I might as well 
have kissed a post. When I went in the 
house I was bewildered as well as disap- 
pointed. 

[ saw Brad every day, and we went out 
each night for the next two days. Each 
time I thought, today will be different. I 
kept hoping the old magic would return. 
Instead, I found myself being annoyed by 
little things that Brad did. His habit of 
being late, of lounging in chairs, appear- 
ing only half awake, biting his nails, and 
pouting if he didn’t get his way even over 
trifles. These faults were familiar, but 
now I resented them and thought them 
childish. Brad said the usual. polite things 
about Debbie. but he didn’t pay much at- 
tention to her. Of course he didn’t see 
much of her, as I left her with Mama when 
Brad and I went out. 

It was hard giving up my dreams, but 
when I told Brad goodnight on Friday 
night. I had to admit to myself that it was 
all over—I didn’t love Brad. He had tried 
to make love to me, and I had tried to re- 
spond, but it was no use. He must have 
sensed it, for that night he got rough and 
tried to maul me. I pushed him away and 
got out of the car quickly. I called good- 
night as I stood on the walk in front of the 
house. There was no answer as the car 
roared away. 

I started up the steps, then turned and 
went down the street instead. It was still 
rather early, and I wanted to think. I had 
supposed I was walking aimlessly, but 


stopped short when I noticed I was just a 
few doors from Connie’s house. The car 
Brad had borrowed was parked out in 
front. Lights were on in the living room. 
One shade was only partly drawn, and 
impulsively, I crept across the lawn and 
peered in the window. My blood chilled at 
what I saw! My sister was in Brad’s 
arms! They were locked in a passionate 
embrace, their bodies swaying sensuously, 
like they were in time to some weird music 
only they could hear... 

My face was on fire as I stole stealthily 
back to the walk. At the corner I glanced 
back. All the lights were out in my sis- 
ter’s house now. 

As I lay in my bed that night I was 
heartsick. Even though I knew I didn’t 
love Brad, it was hard to admit I had been 
living on false hopes all these months. 
Dreaming of the time Brad would be home. 
making plans for our future—all those 
wasted months! I knew now that I had 
grown up in the time that Brad had been 
away, while he was the same irresponsible 
kid. His constant whining that everyone 
was against him, his habit of borrowing. 
even the fact that he hadn’t made up his 
mind yet how he felt about me, all proved 
that he was still immature. That he had 
made love to Connie while seeing me hurt 
some—losing a dream can be a_ painful 
ordeal. 


HE NEXT AFTERNOON, Brad came 

again to take me out. I wanted to have 
a talk with him. so I suggested we stay 
home, but he was insistent that we go out. 
“Mama’s out, so we'll have to take the 
baby.” I told him. 

“Can’t we leave her with somebody?” 
Brad asked. frowning. “I promised a 
couple of fellows we’d meet them. Come 
on, Jeannie, just this once,” he coaxed. 
“How about Connie? She'll watch her.” 

“Oh no, I wouldn’t want Connie to keep 
her,” I hurried to tell him. 

“Please, just for a little while. Come 
on, we'll take the baby to Connie.” 

I hesitated. Hank might come by since 
it was Saturday, and I didn’t want him and 
Brad to meet. Besides I wanted to get 
things settled between Brad and myself. 
It wouldn’t hurt to leave Debbie with Con- 
nie for a little while—Hank wouldn’t 
know. 

When we arrived at Connie’s I watched 
her and Brad carefully, but neither one 
acted as if there had ever been anything 
between them. They could have exchanged 
a few words while I was putting Debbie 
down with her bottle, but I was beyond 
caring. Connie said Russ would be home 
in the middle of the afternoon, and we 
promised not to be gone long. 

As soon as we got away Brad headed 
the car downtown, and we went in a bar. 
I didn’t want to go in, and I reminded 
Brad that I was under age, but he took my 
arm, and urged me in the door. “It will 
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be all right.” he muttered in my ear. 
“We'll sit in a booth and no one will say 
anything.” He escorted me to a darkened 
booth near the rear. Two soldiers sitting 
at the bar joined us immediately, and Brad 
introduced them as friends of his. “So this 
is the girl friend.” the tall one, called Joe. 
said. “Brad tells me you two are getting 
married.” 

I looked quickly at Brad. He was smil- 
ing as he nodded. “You bet. Soon as we 
get a couple of things straightened out. 
Isn’t that right Jeannie?” 

I smiled dismally as I bobbed my head 
in agreement. Brad and his buddies or- 
dered drinks, and I had a coke. Brad of- 
fered to spike it for me, but I wouldn’t let 
him. “What's the matter Jeannie? I 
thought you’d have at least one with me. 
After all. you can trust me.” Brad whis- 
pered in my ear. I pulled away. and just 
stared at him without saying a word. He 
reached for my hand and squeezed it 
gently. 

Another round of drinks came. The fel- 
lows were laughing, and talking about peo- 
ple I knew nothing about, and I was getting 
restless. I mentioned to Brad that we bet- 
ter go. but he wouldn’t hear of it. Several 
hours passed, and I was getting nervous. 
Finally. I could stand it no longer. I rose. 
“I’m going now.” I told Brad, “I really 
have to go.” 

“Where are you going?” Joe asked. 
“What's the hurry?” 

“We're going to Connie’s,” Brad told 
him. “Why don’t you guys come along?” 

“You mean Connie Anderson? Sure, 
let’s 0.” 

So the four of us left together. On 
the way. Brad pulled up at a liquor store 
and all the fellows went in. When they 
reappeared Joe was carrying a big bag. 
Russell's car was parked in the drive when 
we got there. and my heart sank when I 
saw the other car parked behind it. It was 
Hank’s car. 

Brad gave a yelp of pleasure. “Looks 
like there is a party going. Hurry up. 
Grab that liquor Joe.” He didn’t wait to 
help me out of the car, and I tagged in 
behind him. 

Hank stood up as we entered, and Con- 
nie threw herself on the fellows with 
squeals of delight. “Darlings, welcome! 
Russell. look who’s here. and they’ve 
brought goodies!” 

Russell came out of the kitchen with a 
drink in his hand, grinning from ear to 
ear. He relieved Joe of the sack while 
Connie made the introductions. Brad and 
Hank merely nodded at each other coldly 
—they reminded me of two strange bull 
dogs. The fellows sat down while Connie 
went to the kitchen with Russell to fix 
drinks. I hustled to the bedroom to check 
on Debbie. She was awake and starting 
to fuss, so I changed her, then carried her 
into the front room. 

Hank looked up. “Get your things to- 
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gether and Vll take you home.” he or- 
dered. I just stood there with my mouth 
open. “Hurry up,” 
waiting long enough. 

There was a silence heavy as a rock. 
Connie came in carrying drinks. and 
passed them around. Hank refused one 
and so did I. Brad took a taste of his. 
then said casually. “Stick around Jeannie. 
[ll take you later. Have a drink.” he 
held out his glass. 

I held Debbie tighter. and shook my 
head. “Jeannie doesn’t drink.” Hank told 
Brad. was polite. but his eyes 
were snapping. 

“That’s not the way I heard it.” Brad 
said nastily. “Seems to me you ought to 
encourage her to drink. Maybe you could 
make out with her. again.” The words were 
barely out of his mouth Hank 
erabbed him by the shirt front, and pulled 
him to his feet. Hank’s hand cracked 
against Brad’s mouth. 

“You couldn’t wait to get that out of 
your mealy could you?” Hank 
spit the through teeth. 
“For days you’ve been waiting to say it. 
Well, now you’ve said it. Don’t let me hear 
another crack out of you.” 

Brad fell back in the chair as Hank re- 
leased him suddenly. Blood was oozing 
out of the corner of his mouth. No one 
stirred. Hank and T exchanged looks. and 
he motioned with his eyes to the bedroom. 
I went in and gathered the baby’s things 
together. When T came out, Brad looked 
up. ee. “Where do you think you’re 
going?” he whined. 

IT looked at Hank and smiled. Then I 
turned to Brad. “I’m going home with my 
husband—where I belong.” I announced 
joyfully. 

Hank straightened. his shoulders thrown 
hack. and reached for Debbie. I handed 
her over triumphantly. and marched out 
the door with Hank hard on my heels. We 
walked to the car. and climbed in. Hank 
laid Debbie on the seat between us. then 
we looked at each other and both of us 
burst out laughing! 

Hank held out his arms. and I went into 
them while tears of joy trickled down my 


he went on. “I’ve been 


His voice 


before 


mouth. 


words clenched 


face. 

“Oh Jeannie, did you really mean it? 
What you said? I mean, the way I hope 
you meant it?” he asked anxiously. 

I looked up at Hank, into the face I 
loved, that had only kindness and good- 
ness written on it. “How do you want me 
to mean it Hank?” I whispered. 

“I love you. I’ve loved you all this time. 
I've been so miserable thinking I was go- 
ing to lose you.” Hank’s lips were brush- 
ing my murmured the words 
[ was so happy to hear. When our lips 
met, I knew the ecstasy of true love, and 
the happiness to be found in my husband’s 
arms. Now my castles in the air had a firm 
foundation under them! 


face as he 


THE END 
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Just Out For Kicks 


(Continued from Page 25) 


when the ball was over. I should have 
figured it out, I guess, the first time I saw 
Judy. She was sitting on a stool at Cross’ 
Drug Store, the place where all the high 
school crowd had hung out before [ went 
to college. The place hadn’t changed much. 
There was still the usual bunch: guys, 
mostly, hanging around the juke box near 
the front, hoping to pick up some girls. 
The girls, most of them pretty sad-looking, 
were hanging around the fountain and the 
perfume counter, hoping to get a play. The 
guys who already had the girls were in the 
high-walled booths in the back. Like I 
said, the place hadn’t changed much. 

“You let them in awfully young nowa- 
days. don’t you?” I said to George, one of 
old man Cross’ three sons who helped him 
run the place, who was scooping up ice 
cream behind the fountain. 

“Hi. Bobby,” he said. “They’re not any 
younger. You and J are just a little older,” 
he laughed. “These are the kids who are 
running Dunbar High now.” 

I gave a disdainful frown and sighed 
heavily. 

“That’s no high school kid over there,” 
[said suddenly as I noticed the girl sipping 
hot chocolate at the other end of the foun- 
tain. 

George glanced 
“That’s Judy Albright. You remember her 
don’t you? She was just a couple of years 
behind us in school.” 

“I'd never forget a figure like that.” I 


down the fountain. 


said appreciatively. 

“It wasn’t always like that,” George said 
smiling. “She’s grown a little.” 

Whatever she had done had made it very 
interesting. She hac taken off her Spring 
coat and had it draped in her lap from the 
right side. Thank goodness, I was sitting 
to her left. The dress she wore wasn’t 
spectacular in itself. It was what she did 
for it. 

Just about then she finished her hot 
chocolate, stood up from the stool, and 
spun around to slip her coat. I had to 
turn away to keep from getting dizzy. 

“Don’t tell me you’ve got eyes for one of 
the girls back home after being around all 
those sharp chicks at college,” George said 
with a laugh. 

“They’re building them better than they 
used to,” I grinned back at him. “What’s 
the scoop on her?” 

“Like I don’t know,” George said. “She 
floats in, she floats out. By herself mostly. 
Her mother died last year. That was all the 
family she had. The house wasn’t paid for, 
so she had to move out and take a room 
someplace. Over on Pine Street, I think. 


She’s kind of had it rough, from what I 
hear.” 

I thought about it for a minute. “Who’s 
her sponsor?” I asked finally. 

“Would you believe it, nobody that I can 
tell. She’s quiet-like. A lot of guys come 
up and fool around with her when she’s 
in here, but nobody steady.” 

I took another bite out of the banana 
split George had served me and thought 
some more. Just another broad. Why both- 
er? But then, why not? 

“You 
said, grinning. 

“You sound real nosy,” I answered, 

“Well, look who’s calling who nosy. You 
ask for an FBI report on the chick and 
then try to act all cool. Just for that ’'m 
charging you double for the banana split,” 


sound real interested.” George 


George said. 

“T used to eat em and sneak out without 
paying when I was a freshman in high 
school,” I laughed, “what makes you think 
I’m going to start paying now?” 

“T got better eyesight than my old man,” 
George said. 

HINGS WERE kind of slow around 

home that summer. I got a job in the 
accounting department of the insurance 
company where my father had worked. 

“Bobby, having you around will make it 
seem like old Jess never retired,” Mr. Ed- 
wards, the president, told me. Old Edwards 
was a fat. brown little man with hard black 
eyes like buckshot. He looked as if he 
could see right through you. “I hope you'll 
turn out to be as loyal an employee as he 
was,” Edwards said. 

I just nodded my head and cracked my 
mouth a litle bit like I was going to smile 
and then held it, like maybe I was getting 
sick at the stomach instead. [ knew what 
Edwards meant: work here for forty years 
and we'll see that you get enough money 
to get married and have a kid and maybe 
get him through school and then the cycle 
starts all over again. In the end all you’ve 
got is a chicken retirement check every 
month and the gold watch that only cost 
the company about half as much as you 
think it did. 

Boy, I didn’t want any of that jazz. Not 
me, not Bobby Hawkins. I wasn’t going to 
be one of the /ittle people all my life. I had 
seen the sharpies and the big men, riding 
around in their limousines with pretty 
young girls in mink coats and going to the 
finest clubs. I had a large taste for some 
of that myself. 

But meanwhile, I was there at the in- 
surance company, trying to make the most 
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of it. There sure weren't any laughs around 
that place though. The female crop was in 
pretty bad shape, too. 

Things were getting duller by the day 
when I dropped into Cross’ Drug Store 
again. There she sat, without that spring 
coat to hide any of her figure this time. I 
took a seat near her. watching the curved 
lines of her full body, the delicately-chis- 
eled features. She didn’t even seem aware 
of what she looked like. 

“Well. well, look who’s here—Twenty 
Questions.” It was George Cross behind 





the fountain. a yard-long grin creasing that 
rat-like face of his. 

“One of these days a cat is going to get 
you,” I told him. 

“Meanwhile, how much money are you 
aiming to spend,” he said, “or did you just 
come to enjoy the scenery?” He nodded in 
Judy’s direction. 

“Now that you mention it,” I answered. 
“the young lady does do things for this 
joint.” T made sure I said it loud enough 
for her to hear us. 

She looked up from her soda, first to 
me, then to George. We were both looking 
at her. She smiled. “What sort of things?” 

Her voice was soft, small. pleasant. 
Wouldn't you know it, I thought to myself. 

“I’m Bobby Hawkins,” I said. “Don’t I 
remember you from Dunbar High?” 

“T was there,” she said. “But I don’t re- 
member seeing you.” 

“T was before your time—by a couple of 
years 

“Oh brother, just like he remembered it 
all by himself.” George breathed almost to 
himself. 

“Well. I think it’s time we got acquaint- 
ed.” T said quickly. sliding over the remain- 
ing stools between us. 

We got acquainted that night. too. There 
in the drug store and later, in a beer joint 
over on the east side. There wasn’t too 
much doing there; some kids dancing and 
a juke box playing. But it was a_ place 
where we could talk. Judy didn’t drink 
much and I didn’t dance much, so talk was 
about all we did. 

Things went along pretty well with Judy 
after that night. I wasn’t exactly a begin- 
ner at wooing a girl, and she seemed to ap- 
preciate the attention. I couldn’t quite 
understand that, though, because there 
were certainly enough other guys around 
with twenty-twenty vision to give her a 
pitch. But she acted pretty naive some- 
times, like when you make a pass and she 
would just give a sort of blank stare. as it 
she didn’t know what you meant. 

I didn’t kiss her that first night but the 
second night I did and she was a little 
stand-offish about it. When I kissed her 
the seventh night she went all soft in my 
arms and began breathing a little heavily 
and I knew I had it made. 

There was no rush though and I was 
enjoying myself with Judy. There wasn't 
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really anything else around town to rush 
to. for one thing. Besides. Judy was dif- 
ferent than a lot of the girls I had known. I 
mean. she didn’t seem to be always out for 
, good time—dancing or drinking or driv- 
ing ninety miles an hour down the highway 
or any of that thrill stuff. She liked the ice 
cream in Cross’ Drug Store, movies, sitting 
on the grass in Miller’s Park in the cool of 
a summer evening and holding hands as we 
sat in the car in front of her place. Some- 
times we would drive out into the park and 
| would read poetry to her from some of 
my college lit books. When we went to get 
a ‘drink. she didn’t guzzle it down like 
Prohibition was coming back. 

We were parked in front of her place 
one night and T was watching the way her 
eyes shone while I explained to her what 
to listen for in jazz music. “What was your 
life like before T came along?” T kidded 
sently. 

She leaned over and kissed me real quick 
and then she said: “It was lonely. Bobby. 
awfully lonely.” 

I had asked the question just as a gag. 
but the way Judy answered it was no joke. 
I got serious. “What about other guys?” I 
asked. 
ing on some kooky knight to come riding 
up on a big. clod-foot horse or something.” 

“Oh. this town is full of nice boys.” she 
and I could hear the irony in 
her voice. “Boys who take you out once 
and think that entitles them to the key to 
your apartment. Old men who give fatherly 
pats and want to know if you don’t want 
Married men who can’t under- 


“You weren’t just sitting here wait- 


answered. 


a sponsor. 
stand why you don’t want to share them 
with their wives. And kids who don’t really 
know what they’re after 
over you just the same.” 

“What category do I fit in?” I grinned. 

“You don’t fit in any of them, Bobby.” 
she said. and her eyes were wide and shin- 


but want to paw 


ing again and I kisse@ her real hard and 


told her goodnight. 


\fter T was home in bed. I couldn’t 
keep my mind off Judy. It had been that 
way for a couple of nights. There were 
things about her that hung in my brain. 
like the fragrance from a fine perfume: 
the voice that sounded like little bells when 
she laughed: the wide shining, trusting 
eyes. the soft touch of her. the fun she was 
tc be with. 

I squirmed in bed and threw the picture 
of her out of my mind. She’s just another 
noad, 1 told myself. Have your fun and 
forget her before you start getting all dra- 
matic. That’s how husbands are born. 1 
sure wasn’t ready to fall for any of that 
marriage jazz. I made up my mind: to- 
morrow night. 


HERE WAS A PARTY over at Joe Mor- 
'Tisons the next night. It was a real wild 
aflair with all the kids in town who had 


been to college together. plus some others. 
like George Cross. In the middle of it, Joe 
and Mary Carter got up and announced 
that they were getting married at Christ- 
mas time. He always was a sucker for a 
chick, | muttered under my breath. 

The party got pretty wild after that. with 

lot more drinking than usual. Judy even 
took more than her 
“Isn't it 
her fourth drink. 

“The booze?” I asked. 

“No. silly. I'm talking about Joe and 


usual one or two. 


she giggled after 


wonde1 ful 


Mary getting married. | think weddings 
are wondert{ul.” 
“Yeah.” I said drily. “You probably get 


a big kick out of hangings and funerals. 
too.” 

“Oh. don’t be such a bitter old bach- 
elor.” Judy said. 
bitter and I'm not old.” I 
“Come on. let’s dance.” 


“Tm not 
answered. 

She felt good in my arms; warm and 
soft and pliable. I pulled her real close 
and she nestled her head on my shoulder. 
her lips barely brushing my neck. 

Tonight! | thought again! 

Along about two o’clock in the 
ing the gang began really pairing off. and 
soon the party broke up. /t’s g 
quite a night. | thought to myself. I got 


morn- 
oing to be 


Judy and we cut out. 

I drove straight to her place. I didn’t 
see any point in wasting any time on the 
moon and stars that night. She rode with 
her head on my shoulder, both her hands 
tightly clasping my free one. I remember 
thinking how nice it was to have power 
steering. That’s the trouble with this broad, 
I said to myself. 
too nice. 

“T like the city this time of morning,” 
she said when we parked in front of her 
place. “You listen to the night sounds, and 
think about the people who keep the whole 


Everything about her is 


town running while everybody else is in 
bed asleep.” 


“Not everybody who is in bed is asleep.” 


I said softly. pulling her a little closer to 
me. 

“Oh, don’t be such a cynic.” she said. 

“There’s nothing cynical about love,” I 
told her, and then I kissed her, long and 
hard. It was like there was never going 
to be another kiss on earth. ever. 

We got out of the car and walked up 

her apartment. At the door she turned 
and handed me her key like she had done 
a couple of times before. Usually IT just 
unlocked it and handed her the key back 
This time I kept the key and followed 
her inside. She looked a little surprised 
but didn’t say anything. 

“This is the first time you've ever seen 
my place. isn’t it?” she 
moments. 

I pulled her close to me and kissed her 
again. a kiss like the one out in the car. 

“There’s got to be a first time for every- 
thing.” TI said 


said after a few 


Looking back on that night. it all seems 
a little foggy. We had been drinking a 
lot, and maybe that accounted for Judy’s 
willingness. But as much as I had planned 
and thought about it happening. after it 
was over it wasn’t really etched in my 
brain, the way I figured it would be. About 
all I remember clearly now is that Judy 
slipped her arms around me just before 
it happened and whispered in my ear. “I 
love you Bobby . . . T love you so much.” 


HE NEXT DAY AT WORK T had 

tough time concentrating on anything. 
including the new girl. Her name was 
Helen and that’s all I remembered. She 
was a secretary. and the week was almost 
over before I realized what an improve- 
ment she was around the office. She was 
good-looking and knew it and did the right 
things to make you realize it too. She was 
of medium height. with coal-black hair 
framing her light face. She used flame-red 
lipstick to make her mouth a_ brilliant 
slash across her almost oriental face. and 
she used black eye makeup to match her 
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hair and emphasize the oriental-likeness of 
her face. She went in for skirts—the tight- 
er the better—and blouses—the deeper the 
plunge the better. It’s easy to remember all 
this now, but it wasn’t those first few days 
she came to work. I had Judy on my mind. 

[ just hadn’t met a girl like Judy before 
nd it bothered me. I liked her too much 
ind I knew it. But she didn’t fit into my 

lans for the future at all. She was that 
ine-covered cottage and kids-all-over-the- 
place type. I wasn’t for any of that jazz. 
When I got a house I wanted it to be a 
inch-style that ran down the street and 

iround the block. I wouldn’t need a nag- 
sing wife and a bunch of squalling kids 

keep it jumping, either. That Judy! 
Why let her tie me in knots? I had scored 

» why not split? 

Still, I had to be decent about it. I just 
ouldn’t quit the scene without looking 
like a real dog. So we kept on going around 
together but I was careful not to let any- 
hing happen again. It made things a little 
iwkward, though, and Judy began to real- 
ze something wasn’t quite right. 

Do you want to come up for a while?” 
he asked one evening when I picked her 
p from her job at the five and dime store 
ind drove her home. 

‘I, uh, promised some of the guys I 

yuld drop by,” I lied. 

Oh?” she said simply, and I saw the 

urt look in her eyes. 

Okay, T'll come up for a minute,” I 
pologized. 

She smiled quickly and her eyes bright- 

ied and I felt my heart stir. 

We went in and I had to stop still a 

ute and look around the room. I don’t 
<now what I felt exactly, but somehow it 
emed very special. 

‘You didn’t want to come up here, did 

yu. Bobby?” Judy was asking. 

What makes you think that?” I de- 

anded evasively. 

‘Was it because of—what happened the 
ist time?” she persisted. 

“You're imagining things,” I told her. 
Come here.” 

She walked into the circle of my arms 
ind I kissed her and everything felt right 
ilthough I knew I shouldn’t keep leading 
her on like that. Since she suspected some- 
thing was wrong, I should have come right 
yut and tald her that the party was over. 
But she felt warm and soft in my arms 
nd I didn’t want to let her go just then. 
‘Do boys lose respect for girls after 
ey do that, Bobby?” Judy asked. 

‘Look, why make a big thing out of it 
just because you got weak once?” I said. 

I felt her stiffen in my arms. “Is that 
vhat I did, Bobby? Did I weaken?” 

“Look, I didn’t mean it like that,” I 
tried to explain hastily. 

“Maybe you don’t understand,” she said 
quickly. “I’m in love with you. I thought 
maybe you loved me too.” 

[ didn’t know what to say to that but 
[ could tell she was about to cry and 
| had to do something quick. So I grabbed 
6 


her in my arms again and said a lot of 
crazy things and kissed her and talked 
some more and kissed her some more and 
pretty soon she forgot all about crying 
and we were in trouble again... 

I knew after that night that I had it bad 
and there was only one thing to do about 
it—make the break clean and quick, and 
the best way to do it was with another 
broad. By this time I had noticed the look 
that Helen was giving me around the office. 
I'd seen it before in the eyes of girls who 
have a guy all picked out. They look at you 
like you’re a chocolate drop. 

That day at lunch time I decided to see 
if I was right. Helen was sitting at her 
desk, about to unwrap a sandwich. when I 
walked over and said: 

“That sandwich looks good. but I know 
a place about two blocks from here where 
they can give you a little more nourishment 
that'll probably taste a whole lot better. 
You can have a martini before lunch if 
you want.” 

“My, is that an invitation, Mr. Hawk- 
ins?” she said, giving me that look. 

“Well, now, I guess you could call it 
that,” I said. “Come on. My car’s right out- 
side.” 

“Tf it’s only two blocks. why don’t we 
walk?” she asked. 

“Okay,” I said, but to myself I added: 
Baby, you don’t look like the type that 
wants to go anywhere except strictly in 
style. 

There was a lot of difference between 
Helen and Judy. I had always had the feel- 
ing that I was a big man, explaining things 
to Judy. who always asked questions and 
sat wide-eyed while I explained. Helen 
didn’t need any explaining to at all. 

Our conversation at lunch was strictly the 
boy-girl type; the cat-and-mouse routine. 
She managed to pry into my private life 
enough to find out if I was serious about 
anybody, and to get over to me the idea that 
she was available to the right man. maybe 
me. 

“What are you doing working at the in- 
surance company?” I asked her. “You 
don’t look like the secretary type.” 

“I’m not the secretary type.” she an- 
swered, looking up at me over her second 
martini. 

I tried to figure her out. She was prob- 
ably a couple of years older than me, or a 
couple of years ahead in experience any- 
way. She was on the make, that was for 
sure, but she wasn’t just an easy pickup. 
There was something behind that face, 
something that seemed to say “danger.” 

Why get involved? I thought to myself. 
I’ve got Judy. And I almost jumped in my 
seat. That was just the problem. I didn’t 
want Judy or any other broad, not for 
keeps. But this one. She could be fun to 
play with. Besides, she was sure to take my 
mind off Judy. 

Only it wasn’t quite that easy. When I 
saw Judy, I wanted to spend hours with 
her. When I didn’t see her, my conscience 
bothered me. I was in one hell of a fix. 


But if I had to take the cure, Helen was 
as good as any. I gathered she had sized me 
up enough that first couple of times we 
were together to tell if I fit into her plans. 
A couple of other guys around the office 
were breathing hard behind her, so I kind 
of got a kick out of letting them know | 
had the situation well in hand. 

I drove her home a couple of times, after 
we had dinner together, but she lived with 
an aunt or somebody, so I never went in. 
This was a slight complication. I meant 
business and I figured she did to, so we 
needed a place to operate. 

Helen was the first one to lay it on the 
line. We had been fooling around together 
for almost two weeks; dinner, lots of 
drinks, driving around, kissing in the car. 
Then one night she said: “Where do we go 
when we don’t want to go home?” 

The question kind of shocked me. | 
realized she was a girl who knew what she 
wanted, but boy! 

“Well?” she said when it took me so 
long to answer. 

“That depends on what you’ve got in 
mind,” I said slowly. “There’s a place out 
on Route 41—” 

“What have you got in mind?” she asked. 
eyeing me coolly. 

“The same thing you have,” I said as I 
swung the car around and headed for 
Route 41. 

I knew all about the place. It was a 
motel that didn’t take long to get you in 
and didn’t ask any questions. They sup- 
plied the drinks for about half again what 
it would cost to buy the liquor in a store. 

We took a room and ordered scotch and 
soda. 

I watched Helen carefully after we got 
in.. The first thing she did was brush her 
hair carefully down around her shoulders. 
Then she lit a cigarette and sat down on 
the bed, crossing her long golden legs ever 
so carefully. She was as cool as they came. 

I moved over to the bed beside her and 
kissed her. There wasn’t much behind the 
kiss she gave back. “Let’s wait for the 
scotch,” she said. 

We waited. 

When it came she poured the drinks and 
started talking. 

“You know what I like about 
Bobby?” she said. 

“I’m dying to know,” I confessed. 

“You're going places,” she said, as if 
she hadn’t even heard my answer. “I can 
tell by the way you walk, the way you talk, 
the way you like the good things in life. 
You're not going to be sitting behind some- 
body else’s desk all your life.” 

“You get the message,” I said. 

“T like a man whe knows what he wants 
and goes after it,” Helen went on, handing 
me my drink. 

I slipped my free hand around her waist. 
“T sure do,” I leered. 

“J don’t mean just that, either,” she 
countered. 

We sipped our drinks for a few minutes. 

“I think we'll make a good twosome.” 
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she said finally, putting her drink aside and 
beginning to unbutton her blouse. 
I agreed. 


DIDN’T SEE JUDY for a week. When 

she finally called me at the office I made 
a lot of weak-sounding excuses and at the 
same time cursed myself out for not just 
coming right out and telling her I wasn’t 
about to be mouse-trapped by some soft- 
sounding little broad. But I didn’t say it. I 
promised to pick her up that afternoon 
after work. 

I guess she thought I was going to take 
her someplace, but I had already told 
Helen I had to take care of some business 
and would pick her up later, so I drove 
Judy straight home. 

“Aren’t you coming in?” she asked when 
I reached across her to open the door to let 
her out of the car. 

“Sorry. some other time,” I said, without 
even looking at her. 

She was silent for a moment. “What’s 
the matter. Bobby?” she asked finally. 

“What do you mean?” I asked, sound- 
ing irritated. 

“There’s something wrong between us. 
isn’t it?” she asked. 

“Look, don’t make a big thing out of 
it!” I exploded. “We had our laughs, that’s 
the way the ball bounces.” 

“Laughs?” she cried. “Is that what it 
was, laughs?” 

She started to say something else, but a 
sob caught in her throat and she jumped 
out of the car and ran into the building. 

I sat there for a moment, hating myself 
just as much as I could. Then I reached for 
the door and opened it and started to fol- 
low her. But I caught myself. What was I 
chasing her for? Wasn’t I trying to break 
it off? It was time to quit while [ was 
ahead. I gunned up the motor and took off 
to pick up Helen. 

If whiskey had been water, I would have 
drowned that night. I drank it as fast as I] 
could swallow. 

“What are you trying to prove?” Helen 
asked after we finished dinner. “You had 
three drinks before dinner and three after 
already. What’s the rush? The night is 
young.” 

“Yeah.” I said. “Come on, let’s make the 
most of it.” 

We drove to the motel, got a room and 
ordered hooze. “Make it king-size,” I 
warned the flunkey. He brought back a 
fifth with glasses and ice. 

The night was young. and I had a lot to 
forget. It would take Helen and the liquor 
to make me do it. . . . 


DON’T KNOW what time it was Helen 

woke me up but she kept trying to tell 
me something. 
“. . . I’ve got it all figured out,” she was 
saying. “All that money coming into the 
office, and you right there, handling the 
books and having the combination to the 
safe. One big haul, done smart enough, and 
we could take off for Mexico.” 


I raised up and looked at her. My head 
pounded. “Are you off your nut?” I asked 
her, trying to focus my eyes to see if she 
was smiling like it was a joke. 

“I’m not crazy and I’m not kidding,” she 
answered. “I’ve been figuring it out for 
days.” 

“My God, you mean steal the money?” I 
asked incredulously. I was wide awake 
now. 

“Do you know a quicker way?” she 
snapped. 

I was out of bed in two seconds. “Of all 
the dizzy broads,” I said. 

“Look, baby boy, you said you wanted to 
go places, okay, here’s your chance. What 
are you going to do. blow it?” She said it 
like it was a dare. 

I didn’t fall for that jazz. “Yeah,” I said. 
“I’m going to blow it. It'll sound like Miles 
Davis, the way I’m going to blow it.” 

She tried another approach as I buttoned 
my shirt. “Look, baby,” she soothed, walk- 
ing over to me. “It’s our chance. A real 
opportunity for us to do all the things we 
want to do—together.” 

I gave her a cold stare. “We’ve done it,” 
I said. 

“Well of all the dirty—” 

And she cursed me all the way back to 
town. 


HE NEXT MORNING I was holding an 

aching head as I mulled over the mess I 
had sure made of things. Helen didn’t even 
speak to me that morning. I didn’t care. I 
just felt like a fool for even having given 
her the time of day. Then there was Judy. 
Boy. what had I done to Judy—and to my- 
self. 

The phone on my desk rang and I prac- 
tically jumped in my seat. It was George 
Cross at the drug store. 

“T’m a busy man today. George, and I got 
troubles. Don’t start any jokes,” I told him. 

“This is no joke.” George said. “Judy 
Albright was in here a few minutes ago. 
She was trying to buy some poison.” 

It only took me fifteen minutes to get to 
her place. When she opened the door I 
could tell she had been crying. 

“George told you,” she said coldly. 

“What's the big idea?” I demanded. 

“Since you don’t want to be a husband, 
I didn’t think you’d want to be a father 
either, but now I don’t think you’re going 
to have much choice.” she said, still not 
bothering to look at me. 

I don’t know exactly what happened 
after that, but before I knew it I was fight- 
ing back tears and Judy was crying and we 
were in each other’s arms. 

After a while she looked up at me. “It'll 
never be the same. Bobby. you realize that, 
don’t you?” 

“What do you mean?” I asked her. 

“T'll always wonder why you really mar- 
ried me. And I don’t think I'll ever get over 
the way it hurt when you said it had all 
just been for laughs.” 

“Oh. baby, I was just being hardheaded,” 
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I said. “I loved you all the time. but | 
didn’t want to admit it.” 

That didn’t seem to make much of g 
dent, so we talked a little more and then] 
left to go back to work. 


E OW I EVER made it through that day 

I'll never know. My head ached s0 | 
could hardly see the figures in front of me. 
Everytime I glanced at Helen. she was 
looking at me like I was dirt under her 
feet. Not that this caused me any real 
pain; I didn’t have a very high opinion of 
her either. But then there was Judy. T was 
going to become a husband and a father al] 
at once practically. Boy, how I was lous. 
ing up my life! How long ago had it beep 
that I had dreamed of the ranch house and 
big car and the parties? Well. I could for. 
get about all that now. Maybe I wasn’t cut 
out for the big-time anyway. Helen sure 
didn’t seem to think so. How did I ever 
get mixed up with a kooky broad like her 
anyway? 

Then I began to think about what I was 
getting instead. Maybe it wouldn’t be sw 
bad after all, being a prisoner of that vine. 
covered cottage. And the kid. I wondered 
what it would took like. Eyes like its 
mother. I hoped, if it were a girl. If it 
were a boy, I sure hoped it would take 
after me. Not looks necessarily. but tough 
on the inside. Judy was too soft. 

Judy; that was something else to think 
about. Being married to her would be 
pretty nice after all. When I thought of all 
the times I left her when I didn’t reall 
want to go. Now I wouldn’t have to do that 
anymore. And imagine being married to 
somebody who thought you knew every: 
thing and was practically a god. 

Only it didn’t really work out that way. 
Even before we got married I could tell 
there was a change in Judy. Maybe that 
was what she had meant when she said 
things would never be the same. Oh. she 
still loved me, I believed that. But she 
didn’t have the wonder in her eyes anymore 
and. after we were married, when we made 
love she didn’t seem to give herself as 
freely. It was almost as if she felt there 
was something wrong in what we were do- 
ing. or as if she was simply being used a 
a convenience. 

Judy doesn’t look at me all wide-eyed 
anymore. The wonder, the curiosity is 
gone, and in its place there’s something dit 
ferent—the thing I saw the night I told 
her we were all through, way back when! 
was a fool. Even now that we're married 
and have a daughter, Judy gives me thal 
hurt look sometimes, and I realized what 
great guy I could have been.to my wife if! 
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hadn’t made mistakes. I’d give anything! | 
I could get the hurt look out of her eyes: 


if I felt I really deserved her love. 
THE END 
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Back-of-the-book Surprise Story 





Life around my house was a 
bunch of laughs, if you can 
find anything funny about 


living in an insane asylum 


ROME. GUYS DON’T KNOW how lucky 

they are. Like that guy there in the yel- 
low convertible with the girl sitting close 
beside him, waiting for the traffic light to 
change. Or those kids over there in that 
sandlot, playing baseball. Even that old 
geezer sitting out there on that park bench, 
nodding in the sun. They’re all real lucky. 
I'm pretty lucky myself. My cell is on the 
fifth floor and I can see over the prison 
walls, 

Things could be a lot worse. Take those 
guys on the lower floors, for instance. They 
don’t even get a chance to see out. Or sup- 
pose they had sent me up to the farm. 
Nothing out there but trees and bushes. 
Lots of prisons aren't even right in town 
like this one. Yeah, things could be worse. 

But if anybody had told me that two 
years ago, | would have said he was off his 
rocker. J was leading a lousy life. The 
lousiest. | saw my old man only between 
seasons. When he wasn’t working at the 
post office, he was behind the counter of the 
liquor store. He made a lot of money, | 
suppose. It kept up a big apartment and 
a good-looking car, but what good was 
that? The house was as dead as the morgue 
and the old man used the car to drive from 
one job to another. Now that I think about 
it, maybe he stayed at work to keep from 


coming home. My old lady wasn’t any 








bargain. At first. when she was sober she 
would nag all the time and when she was 
drunk she was just drunk. But then it got 
so, drunk or sober. she was nagging all the 
time. She yelled old man 
wasn't smart enough to get rich and then 
she yelled because he worked all the time 
Then she blamed him because she 
She 


because my 


trying. 
wasn't a rich and famous woman. 
should have been a concert pianist, she 
kept saying. Maybe she should have, the 
way she kept banging away on that piano 
all the time. She said getting married and 
having me had ruined her chance for a 
career. [| don’t know how she figured. She 
didn’t spend any She just 
drank and plunked that piano. Sometimes 
she sounded pretty good: real good. But 


not quite like some of the folks I've seen 


time on us. 


I mean, she was real good 
well, I guess I 


on television. 
up to a point and then 
don’t know too much about music anyway. 

That was another thing. Mom never for- 
gave me for not being interested in music, 
and she said I was just like my father. 
No talent or anything. Nuts. I can stand 
just so much of that jazz. I don’t think 
my old lady ever really cared about any- 
thing so long as the old man brought home 
that bottle every night. So I got smart like 
the old man and started staying away from 


home as much as possible. That’s when 


TROUBLE’S 
STEP- 


CHILD 


Joey Albertson started taking an interest 
in me. Joey was a couple of years older 
than me but we were in the same class 
in high school. He had a bunch of guys 
who called themselves the Drakes. I didn’t 
know much about them, except they were 
supposed to be real tough. 

“Man, you look like you're really drag- 
gin’.” Joey said to me one day as we were 
leaving school. 

“Yeah,” I said, “One of those things.” 

“Noticed you around a few of the drug 
stores and places lately,” Joey kept on. 
“Just sort of hangin’ around like you didn’t 
want to go home.” 

“You called it,” I admitted. 

“I know how it is,” Joey said. “These 
creeps give you the screws here at school 
all day and then you go home and listen 
to the old folks griping. If they ain’t after 
you, they're at each other’s throats. That’s 
the way it was with mine. They battled like 
our pad was Madison Square Garden or 
somethin’. Then after the old man walked 
out, my old lady started shackin’ with this 
other jerk, and now they don’t even know 
when I’m around—which I ain't mostly.” 
Joey winked at me. 

I didn’t know whether to say anything 
or not. 

“Well.” Joey said, “as long as you're 
not doin’ anything. why don’t you. stick 
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(ll of a sudden, I saw 
Vac make a little mo- 
tion with his arm, but 
before | knew what was 
happening, a pain tore 
through my guts and 
all the breath. went 
right out of me. I could 
hear the guys snicker- 
ing as | held my stom- 
ach and tried to suck 


in fresh air 


around with me and the boys and go for 
a ride after dark?” 

“You got a car, Joey?” I asked. 

“Not yet, Billy Boy.” Joey answered, and 
winked again. 

“Okay.” I shrugged. 


It was nearly dark when Joey took me 
to the drug store where we met the rest of 
the Drakes. Most of the guys I knew, ex- 
cept maybe one or two. One of the ones I 
didn’t know was a short, stocky, wild-eyed 
guy they called Mac. He didn’t seem to 
think much of me. 

“You guys know Billy Edwards?” Joey 
said to the five guys. 

They all mumbled something. 

“He’s gonna’ take a ride with us to- 
night,” Joey said matter-of-factly. 

“For what?” Mac snapped. 

“*Cause I said so, fat boy. Any objec- 
tions?” Joey shot back at him. 

“He don’t look like our kind of guy,” 
Mac said walking up close to me and star- 
ing me straight in the eye. We were stand- 
ing almost close enough to breathe on each 
other. 

“You look chicken, man. real chicken,” 
he said. 

All of a sudden, I saw Mac make a little 
motion with his arm, but before I knew 
what was happening, a pain tore through 
my guts and all the breath went out of 
me. I doubled over in agony but stayed on 
my feet. I could hear the guys snickering 
as I held my stomach and tried to suck in 
fresh air before my lungs burst. I could 
hear Mac snickering most of all, and I 
thought he was going to do something else, 
like knee me in the face or whack me back 
of the neck before I could move. But he 
didn’t. That was his mistake. 

I stayed bent over, realizing that Mac 
had punched me in the stomach with his 
fist as hard as he could. Then the blind- 
ing pain left, and my breath came back. 
I could still hear Mac laughing. I fol- 
lowed the sound of his voice without look- 
ing up, and knew he had stepped back only 
a foot or so. When I came up, | came up 
swinging, lashing my right fist up as hard 
as I could and putting my shoulder behind 
the punch. It caught Mac square in the 
mouth and he let out a yelp of pain as he 
staggered back and crashed on the con- 
crete. He lay there, stunned, for several 
seconds, blood trickling from his busted 
lip. Nobody helped him up. He had to 
make it on his own. 

Finally, he got to his feet and glared at 
me. Then he cursed and lunged forward, 
and all the guys jumped in between us. 
I was hoping they would let him come. 
Mac wanted a fight, and hitting him had 
felt good, real good. I wanted to do it 
again, but the guys wouldn’t let me. 

“If you guys want to fight so much,” 
Joey said finally, “I know where the Hawks 
are hangin’ out tonight. We can go over 
there and start a little rumble.” 


[ didn’t even know who the Hawks were 
then, but I found out later they were a 
bunch of guys on the Northwest side of 
town, and the Hawks and the Drakes were 
blood enemies. There wasn’t any particu- 
lar reason, except they just lived on differ- 
ent sides of town. 

But nobody felt like taking on the Hawks 
that night. The guys said they didn’t come 
“prepared.” So Joey decided we would 
steal a car instead. I was a little afraid 
of the idea until Joey explained it to me. 

“Look,” he said, “we don’t really steal 
the car and keep it. We just borrow it for 
a little while and go for a ride, see? When 
we get through, we ditch it someplace and 
the cops will find it for the poor jerk it 
belongs to. It’s as simple as that.” 

“But don’t we have to find a car with 
the keys in it?” I whispered to Joey not 
wanting everybody to know how scared and 
dumb I was. 

“Naw,” Joey said impatiently. “Our guys 
got talent. We open a window to get in 
and start it from under the hood.” 

And that’s how we did it. We found a 
powder-blue Cadillac convertible, jimmied 
open a side window, “hot-wired” it to by- 
pass the ignition switch and start it, and 
we were off. We drove all over the East 
Side and even out to Five Mile Lake, where 
we ate sandwiches and drank beer that we 
picked up at a drive-in. We turned the car 
radio on real loud and listened to some 
cool stuff for about an hour, then we drove 
the car back to town and ditched it. It was 
a lot of fun and nobody got hurt. 


That was how it started with me and the 
Drakes. just messing around. We swiped 
lots of cars after that, but I don’t think 
I was really accepted by the gang until the 
night I learned how to play “Chicken.” 
Mac was the one who egged it on. He kept 
saying I didn’t have any guts, and that I 
just went along with the crowd. So one 
night Joey decided we would steal two 
cars instead of one. We picked up a 1956 
Chevrolet and a Ford that was about a 
year old. Joey said that we should get two 
cars of about the same year and weight 
so that the game would be fair. After we 
picked up the cars, we drove out on a 
back road near Five Mile Lake. It was a 
good moonlight night and you could see a 
long way without any lights. 

I hadn’t played “Chicken” before, but I 
had heard how it was done. Mac took the 
wheel of the Chevy and I drove the Ford. 
We went in opposite directions until the 
cars were over a half mile apart, then we 
turned around and drove toward each other 
at 60 miles an hour. The object of the 
game: to see who would be the first to 
chicken out and swerve out of the way. 


F IT HAD BEEN ANYBODY else but 
- Mac, it might not have happened like 
it did. But there we were hurtling toward 
each other at a mile a minute, and all ! 
could do was imagine Mac’s ugly, grinning 
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face sitting over the steering wheel of the 
other car, yelling “chicken” at me. I bore 
down on the accelerator. I wasn’t chicken. 

The lights of Mac’s car loomed up bigger 
and bigger until I could see the outline of 
the whole car jutting out of the darkness 
like some kind of monster leaping from a 
black cave, with the howling of the engines 
making its roar. The roar was growling 
“Chicken! Chicken!” And the whole front 
end of the car looked like Mac’s leering 
face. 

And then it wasn’t a game any more. 
It was death at 60 miles an hour. In the 
flashing seconds I remembered reading 
something about the combined speeds of 
two autos in a wreck. My brain snapped 
through the problem: Mac and I were 
about to crash at what would be equal to 
running into a brick wall at 120 miles an 
hour! I heard my own scream as I 
wrenched the steering wheel to the right 
as hard as I could. The ear-piercing screech 
of steel ground into my head and my car 
was jolted out of control. I wrestled with 
the wheel, aware of a blinding pain in my 
left shoulder. It seemed like an hour be- 
fore I finally brought the car to a halt. 

I tried to open the door on my side and 
couldn’t, so I pushed open the other one 
and staggered out, holding my aching 
shoulder. I couldn’t see at first, but I could 
hear some of the guys running toward me 
and yelling. Then they were all swarming 
around me, talking all at once. 

“T think I busted my shoulder,” I said. 

“You guys really tore it.” Joey said. 
“The jalopies are a mess.” 

“How’s Mac?” I asked. 

“I’m okay,” I heard Mac say. 

I looked at him, and he seemed scared 
stiff. 

“Look, you guys,” Joey was saying, “we 
kind of loused up this caper so we better 
get the hell out of here and split. Lay low 
for a couple of days and don’t say nothin’ 
to nobody. Get it. nobody! How’s that 
shoulder, Billy?” 

“It’s —it’s pretty banged up, but I don’t 
think it’s broken after all,” I said. 

“Can you make it back to town?” Joey 
asked. 

“Yeah, I think so,” I told him. 

So we did like Joey said. We walked 
back to town, split up and laid low for a 
while. I told my folks I hurt the shoulder 
at school and that was that. They didn’t 
really care about me, not like the gang did. 
That was one thing about the gang, I told 
myself while I was home waiting for the 
shoulder to heal. The guys cared about 
each other. They stuck together, like now. 
Nobody was talking about how we stole 
those cars. Nobody squealed that Mac 
and me wrecked them. The Drakes stuck 
together. They were a family all their 
own, 

Take the time when Harry the barber 
slapped Joey while they were arguing 
about a baseball game. Joey called Harry 
a dumb jerk and Harry called Joey a smart- 
alecky young punk and slapped him for 


no reason at all. So a couple of nights 
later we fixed Harry the barber. A little 
after closing time we sent a fat red brick 
sailing right through that big plate glass 
window of Harry’s shop. He didn’t mess 
with any of the Drakes after that. 

In fact, things were going along real 
good until that crazy Mac pulled a real 
dog. It was a girl. All of us guys fooled 
around with the girls a little bit. You know, 
meet them at the drug store or maybe 
take them to movie and stuff like that. 
But mostly we didn’t do too much because 
a dame can get you into real trouble. Any 
guy knows that. But this Mac, like I said, 
is real crazy and girls don’t go for him 
too fast. They call him a creep and things 
like that. 

But one day Mac showed up with this 
new kid and said she was going to be his 
girl from then on. She wasn’t a bad look- 
ing kid, and I couldn’t figure out why she 
would want to be bothered with a guy like 
Mac. She was dark and had kind of a 
scared look, and she would dart her eyes at 
Mac when he would make some sort of 
crack, like when he said they were going to 
the “club” after a movie. The club was just 
a basement we had kind of fixed up in an 
old condemned building. It had a few 
chairs and a sofa and a little junk like that. 
It was just some place to go to get off the 
streets, and I knew that some times Joey 
took girls there. Joey knew more about 
girls than the rest of us guys. 

So sure enough, Mac takes this girl there 
one night. It must have been really rough. 
Mac met us outside one of the drug stores 
late that night and he was a sight. His face 
was all scratched up and his shirt was torn, 
and he was laughing like crazy. 

“That little slut.” he laughed. “She was 
sure full of fight.” 

“What happened, Mac?” I asked him. 

“What do you think happened, bright 
boy? I got what I went after.” 

“But Mac, you didn’t—” I started. 

“T didn’t what?” Mac snarled. “Sure I 
did. She wants a good time. She wants to 
go places and spend dough. Okay, I take 
her. But nobody makes a sucker out of 
Mac. I pay the way, but she pays me back 
in trade.” Then he laughed again. “She 
was sure full of fight.” he said, wiping his 
hand across his face. 

“Are you crazy?” I said. “Don’t you 
know that can get you ninety-nine years or 
something? Did you mark her up?” 

“Naw,” Mac said. “I slapped her around 
a little, but that won’t kill her.” 

“Okay, okay.” Joey said, “You guys 
come off it. But it was a dumb trick, Mac. 
Ain’t you got no finesse? You don’t have to 
force a girl. Let’s break it up and go home 
anyway.” 

That settled it until the next day when 
Joey came up to me in the school cafeteria. 

“What are you doin’ here?” I asked him. 
“T didn’t think you even came inside this 
joint any more.” 

“T don’t usually,” Joey said, “But this is 
an emergency. Listen good. Mac really 


The club was just a 
basement we had kind 
of fixed up in an old 
condemned building. It 
had a few chairs and a 
sofa and a little junk 
like that. It was just 
some place to go to get 
off the streets. Joey tuok 
girls there. He knew 
more about girls than 


the rest of us 
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I saw the fat boy, his 
eyes wild and pleading, 
like he had seen some- 
thing he didn’t believe. 


Then he shivered like 


cold jelly and screamed 


at the top of his lungs, 
and I saw the handle 
of the switchblade 
mnife sticking out of 


his round belly 


fouled it up last night. That girl he raped 
is Tom Sullivan’s sister. He’s a big guy 
with the Hawks. Don’t ask me how Mac 
ever got mixed up with her, I don’t know. 
Anyhow, it seems Mac blew off a lot of 
steam about how no girl ever crosses the 
Drakes and all, and this gal goes back 
home cryin’ and blabs everything out to 
her brother. They plan to come after us 
tonight and this one will be a real Missis- 
sippi mudeat. [| the word. They’ve 
got brass knucks and black jacks. They 
mean business.” 

“This can really be 
“What do we do. lay low?” 

“Naw. If we run now, we'd have to keep 
on running. IT figure to beat them to the 
punch. meet them in their own backyard 
before they get started. I know where 
they’re meeting. We can get a couple of 
cars and get there early. Baseball bats 
and anything else that will make lumps. 
We'll give it to those guys good.” 

“T don’t think Mae is worth it,” [ said 
sharply. 

“He ain't.” Joey said. “But they’re not 
just after Mac. They want the hide off all 
Now here’s how we'll work it 


got 


rough,” IT said. 


of us. 

So Joey outlined the whole thing; the 
time, the place. where we would steal the 
cars and how we would jump the Hawks. 
[t was like an Army commando raid. Move 
in quick, strike hard. then run. 

It was just dark when we picked up the 
cars and got going. We drove to a part of 
town called The Hollow. It had been fine 
once, but it was pretty rundown now. 

Things went like clockwork. We caught 
the Hawks trying to get organized. They 
were all milling around in front of a little 
candy store when we drove up. All of us 
were lying down in the cars but the drivers. 
so the Hawks didn’t know what was hap- 
pening until the doors flew open and we 
all piled out, swinging baseball bats and 
chair legs and things. 

I remembered something | once read 
about a crack Army 
they always knocked the most dangerous- 
looking guy out of commission first. So I 
picked a great big guy who had a pop 
bottle in his hand. I knew he would be 
dangerous with that, so I let him have it 
with the bat right on the arm. He yelled 
and bent sideways. holding it. and [ let him 
have it again across the shoulder. He 


commando squad: 


went down in a heap. 

Then somebody leaped on my back and 
was choking me around the neck. I turned 
around and around. trying to throw him off. 
and then [ bucked a little and we both went 
down. In the scuffle, this guy got the bat 
and was scrambling up to get a swing at 
me. Luckily, I was on my feet first and 
before he could straighten up I caught him 
in the face. feeling the squashing of his 
nose on my knee. 

About that time I heard somebody yell 
my name and [| whirled around just as 
something hard and cold grazed the side 
of my head, tearing the flesh. It was a guy 
‘with a pair of brass knuckles. T stumbled 


back out of his way, lost my balance on 
the curb and fell down. I could hear guys 
yelling and women somewhere screaming, 
Then I felt his foot in my side, hard. then 
against my head again and again and then 
in the body. Then it quit. Somebody 
must have gotten him. Things went black 
for a minute. 

Finally, I opened my eyes again 
started to raise up. Then I saw a fat guy 
swing a club at Mac. Mac ducked and 
made a quick jab to the guy’s stomach. Mae 
was good with that belly punch. I thought, 

Then [ saw what had really happened, 
Mac stepped back with that crazy grin on 
his face, and I saw the fat boy good, his 
eyes wild and pleading. like he had seen 
something he didn’t believe. Then he shiv- 
ered like cold jelly and screamed at the 
top of his lungs, and I saw the handle of 
the switch-blade knife sticking out of his 
belly. He screamed twice more and 
crumpled to the sidewalk. 

Of all the yelling and shouting, that fat 
kid’s sereams had come out high above all 
the rest. and everybody was looking at him 


and 


lying there. 

We scrambled into the cars. all of us. 
| erabbed the wheel of one and we split, 

“That crazy Mac!” I shouted to Joey, 
“He’s always goofing it up. He’s the one 
who got us into this whole mess, and now 
he’s gone and killed a guy. He killed that 
fat kid, Joey, I know he did!” 

“Okay. okay.” Joey snapped. “We do 
like we did before. lay low and keep our 
traps shut. Get it? Lay low and keep our 
traps shut tight as cat guts. Maybe the 
guy isn’t dead.” 

Joey was wrong. That fat boy was as 
dead as you can get. It was in all the 
morning papers; pictures of the kid and 
his mother cryin’ and his father and brothe 
ers and sisters and everything. And the 
papers told all about the fight. 

That was one time laying low didn’t 
help. Tom Sullivan’s sister told the cops 
all about why the fight started. and pretty 
soon they had Mae and he broke his finger 
off pointing to the rest of us. And me. big, 
stupid me, drove one of the getaway cars! 
That’s how the cops pegged it. I didn’t 
drive the car over there and I wasn’t even 
thinking when I drove it away. [ was just 
getting out of there. 

My old lady cried when the cops came 
to the house and got me. and my old man 
said | had disgraced the family. That’s 
a laugh. That whole family is a disgrace. 

As for me, well, I’ve done a year in this 
place. and I’ve got nine more to go. The 
judge made “examples” of all of us. Mae 
got life. I came in at sixteen and I'll go 
out at twenty-six. Most guys have covered 
a lot of ground by that time, been to col- 
lege. gotten good jobs and started families. 
But Pll just be starting from scratch; start- 
ing with two strikes against me as an 
ex-con, 

I’ve learned my lesson, sure. But it’s a 
shame you don’t learn until it’s too late. 


THE END 
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